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Rachel Wexler hated moving. It was one thing to pack up a U-Haul and drag all of her possessions from San Diego to Los Angeles, California after college. But here, in New York City, moving was a whole other beast. The worst of it, thankfully, was over. After three days of non-stop heavy lifting up the six miserable flights of stairs in her elevator-less new building, Rachel was ready for a weekend of ultimate relaxation.

After a night of Netflix, pizza, and a bottle of wine all to herself, she would be rejuvenated and ready to take on organizing and unpacking the rest of her apartment. She draped herself across her black suede sofa in the center of her otherwise empty living room and settled her laptop on top of her taut, toned stomach. She was craving pizza from that cute Italian joint three blocks away, but there was no way in hell she was getting up to walk down there with how sore her body was.

Rachel clicked on Chrome and a grumbled in frustration as the browser refused to open.

“Oh, duh.” She mumbled, suddenly regretting not having the internet installed today. Well, there goes my night of relaxation, she thought. She clicked on the computer’s wifi button and watched as a list of nearby networks populated. Hoping at least one would be a public network so that she could at least order delivery, she scrolled through the long list of her neighbor’s networks.

“ParentalAdvisory558... Brooklyn4Ever... Francine...Bambamo55...” It was a fascinating look into the lives of her as of yet unknown neighbors. So far, all of these networks were password protected. Rachel kept scrolling.

“...DominatrixMatrix4A...?” Rachel murmured. Was there really a dominatrix living in her building? A thrum of warmth gathered in her belly at the thought of being dominated in bed. It was a fantasy she had always had, but was far too afraid of revealing to any of her past lovers. Rachel loved the feeling of the cold clinking metal of handcuffs and the sound of her moans when obscured by a tight, restricting gag.

She frequently experimented with self-bondage and had a small collection of restraints, gags, and toys that lived under her bed in her last apartment. One of the benefits of living alone was that she could put herself in her velcro hogtie harness and a silicone ball gag without worrying about someone walking in on her. Sometimes, she liked to tie herself up in front of the large mirror in front of her bed, writhing and squirming in place while she moaned in pleasure at her reflection. Afterwards, she would only need to rub her clit for thirty seconds or so before coming to a body-wracking orgasm.

Swallowing down a growing lump in her throat, Rachel noticed that ‘DominatrixMatrix4A’ was a public network. She wondered, a warm trickle of desire filling her, if 4A referenced the apartment numbers for the building. Her own apartment was 6A. Did that mean that this dominatrix lived just two floor below her? Rachel hoped so.

She clicked on the network and chewed on her bottom lip as it allowed her to connect.

The Chrome browser re-loaded and directed her to Google’s homepage. Well, guess she could get on with her night. Or...

Rachel glanced towards her front door. She could feel her clit getting wet with the thought of being put into bondage by her dominatrix neighbor. Maybe she would just go and introduce herself...

Rachel slipped her black leather boots on, dragged a hand through her messy waves of black hair, and smoothed down the front of her black t-shirt. She probably didn’t look great after a day of moving, but what did it matter? She was just stopping by to say hello.

Locking her front door behind her, Rachel had a moment of uncertainty as she descended the sixth-floor stairs. What am I doing, she thought, busting in on a random neighbor who may or may not be a dominatrix because I’m horny? What am I even expecting is going to happen? No matter what happened tonight, Rachel assumed she would be putting herself into some very vigorous bondage later that night.

She reached the fourth floor and walked slowly down the long hallway, her eyes scanning the numbers on the doors as she went. 4C... 4B... 4A. Rachel’s heart hammered uncomfortably in her chest. She cleared her throat and softly knocked on the door.

For many moments, no one answered.

Okay, she thought, maybe I should just––

“Can I help you?”

Rachel felt like all the breath had suddenly left her lungs. She was met with a stunning brunette standing in front of her, wearing nothing more than a black silk robe. The silk covered just the tops of the woman’s thighs, and was so low-cut that Rachel could see the dark shadow made by her cleavage.

“Uh, um, yeah, hi, I’m–I just moved in. Upstairs. I’m... Rachel. I’m Rachel.” She sputtered out, trying to look anywhere other than this beautiful woman’s lithe body.

“Rachel. Nice to meet you.” Her voice was as silky as the robe she wore. “I’m Summer. Come in.”

All too quickly, Rachel found herself stepping inside of this beautiful stranger’s apartment. She hadn’t intended on coming inside, but at Summer’s insistence, why the hell not?

“Can I get you anything? Water, tea, wine...?” Summer shut the door behind me and seemed to glide over towards her sleek, granite-covered kitchen.

“Oh, no. No, thank you. I just, um, I just wanted to introduce myself. I... know that’s kind of unusual in New York, but I, um, I guess I wanted to say thanks.” Rachel tried to calm herself, taking a deep breath in and out before continuing. Why was this happening to her? Women never made her nervous like this.

“Thanks? What for?” Summer laughed lightly, bending over and resting her elbows on her countertop, revealing even further the soft curve of her breasts.

“I forgot to get my internet installed before I moved in, and your network was the only public one, so I was going to use it to order some delivery for tonight.” Rachel smiled and took a lasting look around the apartment. All of the furniture was black and shiny with sharp-looking corners. There was art on the wall, but it was entirely abstract paintings. Out of the corner of her eye, Rachel saw something lying on the floor by the open door to what she assumed was Summer’s boyfriend. It was long and shiny.

“Is that so?” Summer’s eyebrow raised and her green eyes twinkled at me. My throat suddenly felt very dry.

“Yeah. I hope that’s... okay. I noticed your network name...Are you...?”

A laugh burst from Summer’s throat and she straightened, one hand resting on the side of her hip. “A dominatrix? Yes, I am, actually. Most people think it’s a joke, but it’s a career for some of us, you know?”

Rachel laughed along with Summer, not entirely sure what she was laughing at. All she knew was that her clit was throbbing up against her panties. “Right. Well...”

“Care for a tour of my place? I’m sure the layout is quite similar to yours, but–”

“I’d love one.” Rachel burst out, hardly unable to keep her thoughts under control. The only image running through her mind was Summer pulling long lengths of rope around her wrists.

“Great. Follow me.”

Rachel could not focus for the duration of the tour, her mind wandering dangerously as Summer explained her art collection and a story about a leak in the upstairs neighbors’ bathroom giving her full view of their bathroom activities for a month. She led them into her bedroom. Rachel could not help but let out an audible gasp.

Rather than a bedroom, it looked more like a dungeon. Shelves of dildos and vibrators lined the walls. Coils of rope hung from metal hooks, and a spanking horse sat beside the bed like a piece of furniture. At the foot of the bed was a human-sized cage.

“You like what you see, then?” Summer laughed throatily into Rachel’s ear. A shudder ran through her.

“Um... I... y-yes.” Rachel whispered.

“You know,” Summer’s hands pressed gently into Rachel’s shoulders. She was a little bit taller and bent down to whisper into her ear. “I should punish you for using what’s mine. You think that you can use my things without my permission?”

The warmth between Rachel’s legs grew to a wet puddle. She could feel her clit enlarging as desire firebombed through her. “No. I... I’m sorry.”

“Sorry?” Summer reached for Rachel’s wrist and drew it roughly behind the woman’s back. “Sorry isn’t good enough.”

Rachel gasped in something like surprise and pleasure. Summer’s tight grip around her wrist felt strangely comforting. It was frightening, but so, so exciting. Was this really about to happen? Was she about to be punished by a dominatrix?

“What... what are you going to do to me?” Rachel breathed.

“Hm.” Summer murmured, grabbing Rachel’s other wrist and pinning it behind her with her other one. “I think a good punishment would be to tie you up and make you mine. What do you think of that?”

As soon as Summer posed the question, she clapped her hand tightly over Rachel’s mouth. Instinctually, Rachel let out a moan of surprise into Summer’s hand. The sound, a delicious ‘mmph’ noise, made Rachel wetter than ever. The thing that made her wettest was the sound of her own voice, gagged.

“Moan twice if you want me to do this. Once, if you want me to let you go. But be warned, if we do this, we do it my way. Whatever I want. However I want. For as long as I want. Understood? Now, what do you say?”

Rachel’s mind went blank. Here was an opportunity to escape, to leave, if she really wanted to. Here she was, practically held captive by a woman she had never met, who held her in a room filled with sex toys and restraints. As dangerous as it sounded, this was her biggest fantasy, the ultimate turn-on that she had never been able to act out with her previous lovers...

“Mmph. Mmmph.” Rachel moaned twice into the tight handgag, thus giving away her freedom for the night.

“Excellent.” Summer said, removing her hand from around Rachel’s mouth. She reached over to the bedside table a couple of feet away and extracted a pair of leather cuffs with silver buckles. Rachel’s eyes widened. This wasn’t her self-bondage gear. This was real.

“We are going to establish some rules. If you disobey my rules, you will be punished. If you abide by my rules, you may be rewarded. Now, remove your shirt and your jeans, and get down onto your knees on the bed.” Summer’s words were firm and unflinching. Rachel wondered, as she began to comply, how old Summer was. She looked to also be in her mid-twenties, like Rachel.

Pulling her shirt over her head and stepping out of her jeans, Rachel stood with her back to Summer as she placed herself onto the soft duvet cover of the gray king-sized bed. She was not wearing a bra that day, but she was wearing her favorite pair of black, lace panties.

“Place your hands behind your back.” Summer instructed. The soft tinkling of metal was almost unbearably pleasurable to Rachel. As she placed her hands behind her, they were met with the soft touch of the leather cuffs buckling around each wrist. This was it. There was no going back now.

Summer crawled onto the bed behind Rachel. She reached around and tweaked Rachel’s soft, pliant nipples. She pulled and twisted until the nipples became erect, rubbing them with the base of her thumb occasionally. “Tell me, Rachel. Are you a bad girl?”

Rachel was moaning softly at the sensation of her nipples being fondled. “Y-yes.” She whispered, “I’m... I’m a bad girl.”

Summer’s touch pulled gently away from Rachel’s nipples and Rachel couldn’t help but let out a whimper, wishing for them to come back. “What am I going to find if I reach down and swipe my finger through your pussy, huh? Is it going to be wet down there?”

Rachel nodded once. Then, realizing she probably should be responding to Summer verbally, she murmured, “I’m wet. So... so wet.”

“Is that so?” Summer purred, one hand trailing down Rachel’s stomach and hovering at the lacy waistband of her panties. “Let me see about that.” As she suggested, Summer slipped two fingers effortlessly across Rachel’s clit.

“Ahhh,” Rachel tried to stifle a moan, but she could not. Her pussy was dripping wet, as wet as if she had been fucking all night long.

“Wow.” Summer chuckled, “This is impressive, Rachel. All from just having your hands restrained? You really are a bad girl, aren’t you? Have you ever been tied up before?”

“N-no. I... I tie myself up, sometimes. And-and then I masturbate.”

“Mm, I see.” Summer’s hand drifted upwards, gliding across Rachel’s breasts and grabbing onto her chin. “You really are a bad girl. I’m going to have to punish you, you little slut.”

Before Rachel knew what was happening, a soft, leathery blindfold was slipped over her eyes. She had one of her own that she put on herself, occasionally, but she preferred to have a full view of herself in self-bondage, so it wasn’t often.

Summer’s hand pushed down on the center of her back, hard, and Rachel met the blankets of the bed face first. Her ass was in the air, pointed upward and exposed. For a moment, nothing else happened. Then–

Rachel hissed as a sting of pain traveled across her buttocks. Then another. And another.

Summer struck her again with a long, black riding crop. It’s end was covered in a fold of leather. “How does that feel, slut? Do you like that? Hm? Are you my dirty little slut?”

Rachel’s whole body jolted with every strike from the crop. She had never been spanked before during sex, much less hit with a bondage toy. Despite the first moments of pain, it made the warmth and wetness between her legs grow even more, if possible. She let out a little moan with every hit.

“Yes, I like that.” She gasped, “I’m... I’m your slut. Dirty-I mean-dirty, little slut.”

Rachel lost count after twenty strikes with the crop, but it couldn’t have been more than thirty, she thought. She panted lightly as she tried to listen to Summer’s movements, trying to determine what was about to happen to her next.

Summer’s hands took hold of her shoulders and pushed her to her side. There, she felt Summer’s soft hands grabbing at the waistband of her panties. In one swift motion, they were pulled off of her. Next, Summer grabbed at her ankles. A pair of leather cuffs, identical to the ones adorning her wrist, were attached just above each of her feet.

Then, Summer’s voice was just beside her ear and traveling towards her lips. “Do you feel how helpless you are, dirty girl? You aren’t going anywhere.”

Rachel tested out her restraints for the first time. She pulled at the metal clips keeping her wrists bound together, but there was no give. She squirmed in the bed further, trying to pull apart her ankles, but finding that they as well were stuck together. She was, as Summer said, completely helpless. It was such a strange feeling. Rachel felt waves of pleasure like she had never felt before, and yet, she couldn’t help but think how easily Summer could be kidnapping her and truly making her a slave. It was incredibly exciting.

“Struggle all you want. I’m in control now.” As Summer spoke, she pulled the blindfold off of Rachel’s eyes. Blinking in the soft light of the bedroom, Rachel licked her lips in anticipation of what was coming next. “Now, I want to see the look in your eyes while you get your next punishment.”

Rachel could not see Summer as the woman went to one of the many shelves lining the room. She shivered at the memory of first seeing all of the woman’s toys lined up in plain sight. What was coming? A dildo? A buttplug? She had no idea.

Summer lay down behind Rachel, her crotch rubbing up against Rachel’s bare bottom. Without a word of warning, she held a silicone-covered vibrating egg up to her submissive’s clit. Then, she showed Rachel the remote. “See this? Most people think being forced to have multiple orgasms would be pleasurable, but it’s actually a punishment. The first one will be so delicious. So will the second one. Maybe even the third. But I’m sure you know how sensitive and sore a pussy gets after an orgasm, don’t you? Let’s see how many you can take, hm?”

Clicking the remote on, Summer sat up and watched as Rachel writhed suddenly against the vibrating egg.

“Oh... oh, god...” Rachel murmured, pressing her face into the blankets, her eyes squeezed shut tightly. Her clit throbbed with waves of pleasure. She had been so wet for so long, and this was the sweet release she craved. Summer drew the egg slowly up and down her sopping clit.

“Does that feel good? I bet you like that, you bad girl.”

“Yes, yes, god, yes, I like it, oh my god, I like it, please–” Rachel begged, moaning into the mess of blankets beneath her.

Summer pushed the egg inside of Rachel’s pussy, then removed herself from the bed. “Have fun.” She said, moving to an armchair by the bedroom window. She sat herself down and watched as her new toy writhed and struggled against her restraints, moaning in sweet, hot pleasure.

“Oh!” Rachel cried, “oh, oh, my god! Oh my god, I’m going to cum. God, I’m going to cum–” Rachel’s hips bucked over and over again, tremors wracking her body like a seizure. But she could not take pleasure in that sweet release that came with end of an orgasm. The egg kept vibrating, and her pussy kept getting wetter and wetter.

“I... I.. god, oh... I...” She knew she couldn’t ask to for it to stop; that was the whole point. She was prisoner to Summer’s whims, and right now, Summer wanted her to be punished. Rachel cried out again, a long and drawn out moan of exhausted pleasure. She wasn’t sure how much more she could take. One orgasm was enough. After her exhausting day, anymore would leave her utterly spent.

“Do I have to gag you?” Though she desperately wanted a break from the punishing vibrations, Rachel did love to be gagged... Summer’s hand over her mouth had been the hottest moment of their encounter so far, and she would do anything to get her captor to take away her ability to speak again. However, she wondered if Summer would fulfill her wishes if she knew just how much Rachel liked being gagged. She moaned again, trying to raise the volume of her voice.

Summer stood from the armchair and rustled in another drawer in a bureau across from the bed. She approached the bed and looked down at Rachel from where she stood. Then, with one hand, she pressed a pair of wet panties against Rachel’s nose. Rachel tried to move her face away, inadvertently sniffing and realizing the the panties were hers.

“Recognize these? Your dirty, cum-filled panties. Do you like the way these smell? Hm? I think you’ll love the way they taste.” Summer stuffed the lace panties in Rachel’s mouth, licking her lips as she did.

For a moment, Rachel was horrified. She could taste her own cum as the wad of cloth filled her mouth. But, after a few moments, the taste, she realized was not so bad. In fact, it turned her on to have the dirty panties stuffed into her mouth. She moaned into them and her eyes fluttered at the sound of her muffled cries.

Summer held up a long piece of bondage tape. It was shiny and looked like latex to Rachel, something she had never experimented with before. Summer placed the tape tightly across Rachel’s lips and began to wind it around her head at least three or four times. It got tighter against Rachel’s mouth with each wrapping, quieting her cries more and more. She moaned into the tape, looking up at Summer with something like a look of begging.

“You’re still too loud, you dirty slut. I’m not finished, yet.” Summer said, presenting Rachel with the final layer of her imprisoning gag: a long black scarf. Rachel did not think she could get any more turned on. The scarf was tightened around the layer of tape and double-knotted at the back of her head. Despite how sore her pussy was getting from the egg, she could not have felt happier at this fulfillment of her fantasy. It was so incredibly hot to be unable to call out for help, to have her words reduced to a garbled, meaningless moan.

Another orgasm passed through Rachel and she cried out into the gag, feeling the tight outer layers absorb her cries of ‘oh god’ and ‘I’m cumming.’ As her body bucked through the third consecutive orgasm, the vibrations slowed, and then came to a stop. Panting, Rachel looked gratefully up at Summer who held the remote in her hand.

“Alright, my dirty girl. You deserve a short break.”

Relaxing into her bonds, Rachel noticed for the first time beads of sweat pooling down the side of her face. She had never had a sexual experience like this before. She turned over onto her side as best she could with her hands and ankles restrained and furrowed her brow as Summer approached the bed with a black five-inch dildo in her hands. A moan inadvertently left her gagged mouth at thought of that thing going inside of her after so many orgasms.

Summer pulled apart Rachel’s legs at her knees and pressed the tip of the dildo up against her labia. “I’ve gotten your clit nice and wet, huh? You need some attention elsewhere, for a little while.” She slipped the dildo inside of Rachel’s warm, welcoming pussy, pushing it further and further in until the base of it was pressed against her clit.

Rachel cried out into the gag, moaning with deep, unbridled pleasure. Summer reached over and shut her legs. “You can relax with that for a little while. You were so wet, I didn’t even need to use any lube.”

Rachel moaned harder and harder, her inner walls clenching tightly around the object inserted in her. God, this was torture, she thought. Absolute torture. But god, did she love it. She squirmed in the bed, turning onto her back but keeping her knees shut tightly so that the dildo stayed tightly inserted inside of her.

The blindfold was slipped over her eyes once again and Rachel was encased in darkness. All she knew was the flaming pleasure of being filled by Summer’s dildo.

‘Fuck me,’ she moaned into her gag, wishing then that Summer could hear her pleas. ‘Please, please fuck me. Fuck your dirty slut. I want to be fucked so badly.’ But all that came out was a mess of ‘mmph.’

Despite the blindfold, she could feel Summer close to her, moving onto the bed beside her. A pair of knees suddenly straddled each of Rachel’s sides and Summer reached down to grab hold of each of Rachel’s erect nipples. She gave them a few squeezes, twisting them around in her fingers. Then, Summer attached a nipple clamp to each one. The sudden, unexpected pain caused Rachel to cry out, giving a long, tantalized moan in response to the bite of the clamps.

“You look so good in that gag, my little slut. You need to be gagged every time you’re fucked, because you are far too loud.” Summer hummed, taking hold of Rachel’s chin and giving each cheek a little slap. She squeezed the sides of Rachel’s gagged mouth, massaging her mouth gently before giving her a long gag-kiss. She pulled the the scarf layer down and licked the latex tape. Then, she pulled the scarf back up and climbed off of her squirming captive.

“You want to be fucked, don’t you? I can tell. You want that big cock shoved in and out of you, don’t you?” Summer questioned.

Rachel nodded vigorously, moaning twice.

“Hm, but you don’t deserve to be fucked like that, do you? You deserve to be punished. I think you can stay like that awhile longer.”

Deflated, Rachel succumbed to the waves of hot pleasure the nipple clamps were adding to her already engorged clit. She was desperate for Summer to fuck her, to plunge that big cock deep inside of her, to pull it out, then thrust it back in again. She wanted Summer to fuck her over and over again, playing with her clit at the same time. She wanted to be Summer’s dirty girl all night long.

After a torturously long twenty minutes of holding the cock inside of her, Rachel felt the nipple clamps begin to be removed. Then, to her slight disappointment, Summer untied the thick scarf layer of her gag. She also pulled the blindfold off and set it aside. When Rachel could finally see again, she saw that Summer was sitting on the bed beside her, looking down at her hungrily.

“Here is what’s going to happen. I’m going to take this cock out of you, and you’re going to lick my pussy. If I deem that you have done a satisfactory job, then I will fuck you. How does that sound?”

Rachel moaned twice.

“I’m going to remove your gag, but if you say one word, then I will gag you even tighter than before, put you into that cage at the foot of my bed, and leave you there until morning. Do you understand?” Summer demanded, her voice so low and serious that Rachel was certain she wasn’t bluffing. Rachel nodded, her heart hammering in anticipation.

“Good. Now, don’t you dare say a fucking word, you slut.” Summer began to unwind the bondage tape from around Rachel’s head. She pulled the wad of wet panties out of her mouth and set them aside. Then, she arranged herself at the foot of the bed, spreading her legs open and nodding for Rachel to get started.

Rachel was, for a moment, perplexed. How was she supposed to get over there while her wrists and ankles were bound? As well as she could, she sat up and pushed her bound legs to her side. Then, scooting forward, she bent down onto her stomach and stuck her ass in the air, as she had done before. She inched forward, and finally her mouth was settled on Summer’s warm, wet pussy.

“Good girl,” Summer said, placing a hand on Rachel’s head and pressing her face downwards. Rachel had licked pussy many times, and considered herself to be quite good at it, but she wasn’t sure if she was up to Summer’s standards. She swiped her tongue over Summer’s clit and licked her lips. Her cum was sweet and tangy, like vanilla and cherries. She pressed her nose into the folds of Summer’s labia and licked rapidly over her core.

Summer let out a small moan of pleasure. “Keep going, dirty girl.”

Rachel licked harder and faster, burying her whole mouth deep around Summer’s juicy, wet opening. She was proud to hear Summer moaning every few moments, and nearly moaned herself at the feeling of Summer’s fingers tightening around a wad of her hair at the top of her head.

“You like that?” Summer asked, “You like licking your mistress’s pussy? Lick it up, my dirty girl. Make me cum with that tongue.”

Rachel continued licking with more fervor, surprised to feel her own clit throbbing with desire. She hadn’t expected to be turned on by giving pleasure, but it felt really good to be useful while she was tied up. She wanted to please her mistress, to give her just as much pleasure as she was getting.

Summer bit her bottom lip, moaning into her arm to stifle her cries of pleasure. She was getting close to cumming. “Oh, yes, yes you slut, keep going. Lap it up, baby, right there, right there. I’m close–I’m close–I’m...!” Summer’s voice trailed away as a series of tremors exploded through her. She kept Rachel’s face pressed hard into her pussy until the orgasm had completely finished. “Good girl. You did better than I expected, I must say. You really are a slut. No one is that good at licking pussy unless they’re a dirty little girl.”

Careful not to speak, Rachel remained still and obedient as Summer removed herself from the bed. “Okay,” She called from somewhere behind Rachel. “You deserve a little reward for fucking your mistress so well. What do you think?”

“Y–” Rachel stopped herself before hardly a sound left her lips. Luckily, Summer had not heard it. She rolled herself onto her back, and then onto her side, trying to see where her mistress had gone to.

Summer was standing in front of her closet, stepping into a black leather harness. When she turned around, Rachel gasped. She wore a silicone cock in a harness that wrapped tightly around each thigh and buttock. “I’m going to fuck you now for being such a good girl.” She promised, approaching the bed slowly. Rachel’s hips bucked in anticipation. She humped the air, wanting Summer’s cock inside of her so terribly badly.

Summer climbed onto the bed and pushed her prone prisoner onto her back. With one hand grabbing a fistful of Rachel’s hair, she used the other to slip the dildo inside of Rachel’s wet, shuddering core. She thrust inside of the bound woman once, twice, then began a torturously slow rhythm, sliding in and out, in and out. Rachel moaned a long, drawn-out sigh, pulling hard against her wrist restraints. She looked up at Summer and bit her bottom lip, daring her to go harder.

“How does that feel, slut?” Summer placed two fingers onto Rachel’s clit. “Think you can take it?” Rachel nodded again, suppressing a moan from the inside of her throat. Summer increased her rhythm, thrusting the cock harder and faster inside her captive. Rachel moaned louder and louder, trying not to form words, though she was admittedly curious as to just how tightly Summer could gag her.

“You like that? Yeah, you like that. You love that big cock sliding in and out of you. You love being tied up, don’t you? Yeah, you like it, I can tell. You love it.” Summer teased, going faster and harder now, pulling roughly on Rachel’s hair. “Say you love it.”

Rachel met Summer’s eyes once more, ensuring she had her mistress’s permission to speak. “Go on,” Summer insisted, “tell me how much you love my cock inside of you.”

“God, oh god–” Words spilled out of Rachel. “I love it, god I love your cock. Please, god, right there, oh jesus, right there. Don’t stop–”

“Tell me how much you like being tied up. You love it, don’t you? You love being tied and gagged like a submissive little slut.”

“Yes, god, yes, please, please I love it, I love it–mmph!” Summer’s hand clapped tightly over Rachel’s mouth once again and she thrust the dildo harder into Rachel’s wet core.

“I like you much better when you’re gagged. Now, shut the fuck up and cum for me.”

Summer’s words sent an explosion of desire straight into Rachel’s core as the cock rubbed up against her g-spot. She couldn’t take it anymore. She was close–so close–

“Mmphh,” She moaned into Summer’s hand, “Mmmph! Mph! Mmmph!”

Her orgasm ripped through her entire body. She shuddered over and over and over again, screaming in pleasure into Summer’s tight grip over her mouth. The cock slowly came out of her and Summer collapsed onto the bed next to her. She slowly removed her hand from Rachel’s lips and panted quietly.

Rachel strained against her bonds momentarily, as if taking pleasure in the feeling of being immobilized. Then, she relaxed completely. She looked up at Summer who, she was surprised to see, was smiling down at her. She reached over and unfastened one of the wrist cuffs keeping Rachel’s hands tied behind her.

Rachel cautiously pulled her hand out from behind her, looking at Summer for permission. She reached over and shakily undid the ankle cuffs.

“I hope you enjoyed that as much as I did.”

Rachel swallowed hard, feeling like she had just awoken from a wonderful dream. “Um.. y-yeah... I... that was... amazing.”

“Well, then. I expect to see you back here at tomorrow night at seven pm sharp. You, my submissive, need lots of training.”

Rachel’s clit throbbed for what seemed liked the thousandth time that night. “Y-yes, ma’am.”

“Now, go. Clean yourself up and rest. You have a very busy night ahead of you, tomorrow.”

Rachel dressed slowly, ripples of pleasure from her orgasm still threading through her. “Oh, and,” Summer looked over her shoulder at the woman. “Welcome to the neighborhood.” She said with a grin. “I think you and I are going to get along very, very well.”

Teasing Session

by

Victoria Charlesworth

“Well, well. I wondered if I’d see you again.” Summer’s voice was soft and welcoming as she stepped out of the way for Rachel to come inside her apartment. Summer was dressed in skin-tight black jeans and a white crop-top. Her black hair cascaded down her slim shoulders in soft ringlets.

Rachel’s mouth opened and closed a number of times before she could force words out. Last night had been the most incredible night of her sex life. Summer had fulfilled her ultimate fantasy: being tied up and dominated by a woman. Being tied up with a mouth-filling gag and brought to multiple mind-blowing orgasms had given her a taste of something she had wanted for many, many years. At Summer’s demand, she was returning tonight to begin her training as her new mistress’s plaything.

She cleared her throat, nodding once and smiling gently. “I...could hardly think of anything else all day.”

Summer shut the front door as Rachel stepped inside, locking it with a heavy ‘click’. Rachel had tried gallantly to keep her desire under control as she made the short walk from her apartment to Summer’s, but she had to admit her clit had been growing warm and wet inside of her panties.

“Are you ready to begin, Rachel?” Summer asked, crossing her arms and leaning against the doorway to her bedroom.

Rachel nodded once. She had worn another black pair of panties tonight, though these were not lace, but mesh. They curved around her buttocks and tightened in single straps around her hips.

“Now, as my submissive little slave, you are going to wear this collar. And anytime that you are wearing this collar, you are mine.” Summer held a long strip of leather in her hands, punctuated by a thick metal ring in its center. She slipped around Rachel’s neck and buckled it on the next to tightest strap.

Rachel shut her eyes, taking in the snug fit of the leather collar. She licked her lips, reaching up and gently caressing the soft material.

“Do you understand?” Summer demanded, her voice suddenly sharp.

“Yes.” Rachel whispered.

“Yes, mistress.” Summer corrected, taking hold of her slave’s chin.

“Yes, mistress.” Rachel repeated.

“Now, I have some business to attend to before I teach you any of tonight’s lesson. While I am doing so, you will reside,” Her green eyes drifted towards the cage at the foot of the bed, “there.”

Rachel’s heart shuddered in her chest.

“I think that you quite enjoyed being tied up last night, didn’t you?” Summer’s hands drifted through Rachel’s black hair, her fingers tangling in the long, messy tresses.

“Yes, mistress.” Rachel replied.

“And you said you had never been tied up by someone else before. I think I’ll give you some time to meditate on just what it is about being restrained that you like so much.” Summer’s voice was so smooth it was as if she was purring. “Hands behind your back.” She commanded.

Rachel quickly slipped her hands behind her, crossing her wrists and waiting obediently for her mistress to bind her. She desperately wanted to touch herself, to run a single finger across her wet and throbbing clit.

Summer ran her fingers down the back of Rachel’s arms, sending a shiver through the submissive woman. She began winding a long layer of bondage tape around Rachel’s wrists, the slick latex sticking to itself tighter and tighter the more she wrapped. Next, Summer wrapped a length of the tape around Rachel’s upper arms and beneath her breasts. The tape pulled her arms towards one another near the center of her back and bound them to her torso. When Summer was finished, Rachel’s upper body was almost completely immobilized.

Rachel took a moment to strain against the latex tape. There was absolutely no give. It was a delicious form of restriction.

“How is that, my dirty girl?” Summer asked.

“Very nice, mistress.” Rachel whispered, her breath trembling as it left her parted lips.

Summer’s hand trailed gently up Rachel’s neck, tightening around her chin. She turned Rachel’s head to the side, exposing her neck, and lowered her lips onto the soft stretch of skin. She kissed the neck lightly at first, then began to suck on the side of her neck.

Rachel moaned softly, the kiss tickling and sending goosebumps up and down her bound arms.

Summer ended the kiss and shifted her hand from Rachel’s chin to her lips, handgagging her with a firm, warm grip. “I’m going to gag your dirty mouth, but I think I’ll let you choose how you want it.”

Rachel shivered in her bondage, holding back a quiet whimper from leaving her. Being gagged was her absolute favorite part of bondage. It made her so incredibly wet to have her ability to speak taken away by someone.

Summer swept past Rachel and walked with extreme slowness, moving to the bureau on the left side of the room. She opened up the stand-up cabinet and perused the container’s contents. Rachel could not see what was inside, but assumed there must have been many things to choose from, as Summer stood there for many long moments.

Summer removed a few items, shut the cabinet doors, and sashayed back over to Rachel. She tossed the items in her hands down onto the bed. “So, what would you prefer? As you may have noticed, I’m a fan of bondage tape. It’s incredibly restricting and I love the way it looks when it’s wrapped tightly around your slutty little mouth. However...” She reached behind her and showed Rachel a thick black ball gag on a long leather strap. “Option one.”

She placed the ball gag back down, then picked up a leather panel gag with straps that Rachel assumed wound over her head. Inside of the panel was a large black, ovular ball. “Option two. This one will keep you very quiet. The ball gag on the inside is cock-shaped and shuts you up well while the leather panel on the outside keeps that ball in place. The straps go around your head and buckle tightly in the back.”

Summer placed the panel gag down, then, held up a long swath of stretchy-looking fabric. “And option three,” She said, “is a little more... restrictive. The hood goes over your entire head. It covers your eyes, but leaves an opening for your dirty mouth. I’ll keep you quiet with a few layers of my favorite bondage tape. But later, perhaps, I’ll find something else to fill that hole.”

She tossed the hood down and crossed her arms. “So, make your choice, then. You have permission to speak.”

Rachel inhaled deeply, her eyes pouring over the choices laid before her. She had a ball gag of her own back in her apartment that she used occasionally in her self-bondage adventures. The panel gag looked very inviting with the straps that buckle around her head and filled her mouth with a cock-shaped stuffing. Then there was the hood... She had never been restrained by anything so intense, and the idea of having her whole head constricted by the fabric sounded mind-blowing.

Rachel nodded towards the panel gag. “That one, please, mistress.”

She wanted to feel the mouth-filling cock-shaped ball, to have her cries muffled and silenced by the thick layer of leather. Also, she had a feeling that no matter what she chose now, all of these gags were going to be used on her at some point throughout the night...

“Good choice.” Summer said. She grabbed the panel gag and moved to stand behind Rachel. “Open wide.”

Rachel did as she was told, opening her mouth and sighing with pleasure as the gag filled her. She brought her lips around the filling and was surprised at how tightly the leather panel pressed against her lips. She let out a small exploratory moan. It contained her voice incredibly well.

“Now, my dirty girl,” Summer instructed, running a thumb over the leather panel over Rachel’s mouth. She placed a hand on Rachel’s back and led her towards the cage. “On your knees. Get inside, but leave your legs out. I’m not finished restraining you, yet.”

Rachel did as she was commanded, walking with light steps towards the cage. She dropped to her knees in front of the door and shifted herself inside as well as she could with her bound arms. The cage was large enough to fit her, but she wouldn’t be able to sit up inside of it. She would have to lie on her side with her legs curled up beside her. She kept her legs outstretched as her mistress instructed.

With a roll of bondage tape in hand, Summer knelt down beside her bound captive and grabbed hold of both of her ankles. With a few quick movements, she wrapped six layers of tape around Rachel’s ankles. Then, she wrapped six more layers around her knees. Satisfied with her binding, Summer shut the cage door and locked it with a small key she then placed on top of the cage.

“I’ve got some phone calls to make. So, while I handle that,” Summer left Rachel’s view for a few moments, returning with a long mirror she placed against the wall across from the cage. “I want you to look at yourself. Think about what turns you on so much about the things I do to you. Watch yourself struggle and squirm. Watch as you grow more and more helpless with every moment. But don’t make too much noise, or our punishment will be far less enjoyable tonight.”

Rachel could only see Summer’s legs from where she was situated. She noticed how toned and golden her skin was. It was clear Summer took care of her body.

Summer seated herself on the top of the cage, crossing her ankles and dangling them down in front of the cage. Rachel heard the familiar sound of her unlocking her iPhone and dialing a number into the keypad.

Rachel’s eyes drifted slowly over to her reflection in the mirror. There she was, curled onto her side, her arms pinned behind her and that sleek, shiny black tape keeping her immobile. She pulled her knees upward to get a better look at them in the mirror. She had never had more than her ankles and wrists tied before. The addition of tape securing her knees together was giving her little spurts of desire everytime she struggled against them.

No matter how hard she tried to pry apart her legs, they remained utterly stuck together.

“Mph,” She moaned a little into the gag, running her tongue over the insert that filled her lips. She pulled at her wrists, delighted by the snug constriction they offered. Her clit was getting wetter with every minute that she saw her reflection out in front of her. It was a strange sensation, to be turned on by herself, but Rachel had to admit she looked incredibly sexy tied and gagged. What was it about being restrained that was so pleasurable? Did she love the prospect of being helpless? Unable to call out for help at any time? Was it the excitement of not knowing what was going to come next? Whatever it was, she loved it deeply.

She eyed the gag and the leather panel that stretched from below her nose all the way down to her chin. It was held in place by three straps: one that went over her forehead and around the back, and two on either side of her lower cheeks. She desperately wanted to be fucked, to have Summer play with her clit and use her wetness to fuck her deeply. From where she lay on her side, her bound hands could just barely touch the backside of her thighs. She could feel a pool of wetness forming there. She inched her arms backwards, grunting at the strain it put on her. She was close, so close to being able to touch her pussy with her bound hands. Would she get in trouble for touching herself, though?

It did not matter. She could not control herself. She had to cum as soon as possible. Being bound was making her wetter and wetter and she could not wait any longer. She swiped the one finger that she could reach into her pussy. It was dripping wet with cum. She could not quite reach her clit, but she was close enough. She bucked her hips backwards and forwards very slowly so as to not alert Summer sitting above her.

A quiet moan left her. Summer was on the phone now and hopefully distracted enough to have not heard her. She kept going, rubbing at her pussy with her one free finger. God, it felt so good to get some relief. To have a little bit of friction on the sweet wet of her pussy. She moaned again, a little louder now, unable to control herself. She needed it. She needed attention on her pussy right now, and if Summer wasn’t going to give it to her, then she had to give it to herself.

“What the fuck do you think you’re doing?” Summer’s voice rang out in the room like a gunshot. Rachel’s eyes, wide and uncertain, looked up at the mirror, though she could not see her mistress’ reflection. Summer kicked the cage with her bare foot. “I can see you, you dirty fucking slut. You’re touching yourself, aren’t you?”

“Mmno, mmph, mnmno,” Rachel muttered into the gag, shaking her head vigorously.

“Then let me see your fingers.” Summer demanded. “I should’ve known you’d disobey me.”

Rachel felt shame creep across her face as Summer unlocked the cage door and grabbed her ankles. She pulled Rachel out of the metal casing and turned her over onto her stomach. “Ah,” She grabbed hold of Rachel’s wrist. “Your finger is covered in cum. You clearly have not yet grasped who is in control here. You do only what I say. Nothing more, nothing less. I don’t care how horny you are, touching yourself without your mistress’ permission is the most disrespectful thing you can do.”

Rachel moaned into her gag, a sigh of apology and shame that was garbled and unintelligible.

“I guess I’m going to have to punish you tonight. You know, I was very excited to fuck you and give you some sweet pleasure, but now I think teaching you a lesson is most important. What do you think about that, hm?” Summer grabbed a fistful of Rachel’s hair and yanked her head upwards. Her lips were tickling Rachel’s earlobe and sending tremors down her neck.

Rachel knew that, despite being gagged, she needed to respond to her mistress’ question. She moaned softly into the leather panel, whimpering as she squeezed her hands into tight fists.

“First, I need to keep you from touching yourself.” Summer pushed Rachel’s head back down, then stood and returned to that cabinet of mysteries a few feet away. Rachel did not dare raise her head again. When Summer returned a moment later, she began strapping a pair of leather mittens around each of Rachel’s fists. “These will keep those naughty fingers from sneaking into places they shouldn’t be.”

Rachel explored the feeling of the mittens. They were tightly buckled around her wrist and turned her hands into useless paws. No more masturbating, she supposed...

“Look how useless and helpless you are down on the floor.” Summer muttered. She turned Rachel over onto her back, then stood to her full height, looking down at her bound prisoner. She pressed her barefoot up against the leather gag, her toes grazing past Rachel’s nose. “Pathetic. You displease me, greatly. I wanted to make you my pet, but you’re clearly just another little brat.”

Summer bent down once again and began to unwrap the bondage tape securing Rachel’s knees and ankles. “I’ll give you one last chance to behave. Are you going to behave, slut?”

Rachel nodded up and down many times, the panel gag’s buckles tinkling quietly.

“Good. Now, get on your feet.”

Rachel struggled onto her knees, then slowly rose to her feet, dizzy with anticipation.

Sumer was turned away from her for just a few moments, this time going to her closet

door and rustling briefly in a set of drawers hidden in the dark room. When she returned, Rachel was entirely unsure what exactly her mistress held in her hands. It was made of steel, it looked like, or some other incredibly strong metal. A padlock at the center of the metal device jangled loudly.

“You will have absolutely no pleasure until I give you permission to.” Summer unlocked the device and Rachel still could not figure out where exactly it was going to go on her body, or what it was going to do to her. She could see now that it had an oval-shaped belt and a similar strap curving in a perpendicular U-shape. Against the lower strap were two metal dildos. One must go up inside of her, Rachel assumed, but the other one...

“This is a chastity belt.” Summer said, bringing the belt around Rachel’s curving hips. She locked the first belt with a heavy padlock. She took the lower metal strap into her hands and gave Rachel a smirk. “Somehow, I doubt you’re very experienced with anal play. But, after what you did, you don’t deserve an easy introduction.” She brought the strap upwards and the first of the dildos went straight into Rachels’ asshole.

She cried out into the gag, a mixture of pleasure and pain overtaking her. It was like nothing she had ever felt before. The cold metal was chilling, but sent shots of pleasure up into her.

Summer full the strap all the way forward. The second dildo inserted itself into Rachel’s wet pussy.

“Mmph!!! Mph, mph, mmmpphh...” Rachel could do nothing but moan in simultaneous appreciation and discomfort as her core was filled with the thick metal insert. Every hole inside of her that could be filled was stuffed to the brim. Her pussy, her ass, and her mouth, all completely overfilled with cock-shaped plugs.

Summer chuckled as she locked the second padlock, joining the lower strap with the top one. “Well, you’re all plugged up, aren’t you? Do you like that? I wonder if you regret touching yourself, now.”

Rachels’ ass clenched a few times as she tried to get used to the strangely pleasurable sensation. It was making her even wetter than before, though. She was on edge, ready to burst, ready to cum a thousand times if need be. If only her mistress would touch her...

“On the bed.” Summer commanded, her voice sharp and unflinching.

Rachel walked slowly to the bed, wincing with every step. She laid herself down on the soft duvet, her eyes never leaving her mistress. Summer grabbed hold of one of Rachel’s ankles and pulled it roughly towards the corner of the bed. From beneath the mattress, she pulled out a thick velcro cuff connected to a leather strap. She tightly bound both of Rachel’s ankles to the bottom bed posts. Then, she moved to the side of the bed and roughly pushed Rachel onto her side. She began unwrapping the tape that bound her wrists and arms to her upper body.

The brief release felt good and Rachel almost stretched her arms out before remembering she could only do what her mistress told her to. Just as her ankles were bound, each wrist was tied to a similar strap of leather at the top bedposts. She was spread-eagle on the bed, cold air tickling her wide open pussy.

“Now try to pleasure yourself, you selfish little girl.” Summer muttered as she took a seat on the edge of the bed. She reached over and tweaked Rachel’s nipple, causing her prisoner to whimper a little. She twisted the nipple in her fingers tightly, squeezing it and pressing hard into the erect skin. Rachel gazed longingly at her mistress, begging her with her eyes to please, please fuck her.

Summer took hold of her other nipple, squeezing and tweaking it, rolling it around the base of her thumb. She glared down at Rachel, shaking her head. “You ruined our night, Rachel. Do you know what I was going to do to you? I was going to finger you so softly and slowly. I was going to tie your hands to my headboard and rub your entire body with oil. I was going to massage you, would you have liked that?”

Rachel nodded affirmatively. ‘Yes,’ she pleaded into her restrictive gag. ‘Yes, yes I would have liked that.’

“And then I was going to slip two fingers inside of you and rub your g-spot so sensually. I was going to circle it over and over again before fingering your warm, pink little clit.”

Rachel’s eyes nearly rolled into the back of her head. She could imagine so well what Summer described to her that she could practically feel the other woman’s touch inside of her.

“Then, I was going to fuck you. Nice and slowly. Not too hard, not too soft, just to get you going. Just to give my little slave a treat. I was going to get my fingers covered in your cum, soaked in your wet pussy juices. And then I was going to force them into your mouth. I was going to wipe your cum all over your face. I’d take your gag off of you just to force my fingers into your mouth. What would you have done then, hm? Would you have licked them clean?”

Rachel groaned in appreciation. The chastity belt might not have kept her from getting horny, but it certainly kept her from being able to do anything about it. She nodded slowly. She would have licked her own pussy juice clean off of Summer’s fingers.

Summer trailed a fingertip down from Rachel’s breasts to the cool edge of the metal belt. “I would have let you cum, too. I would have brought you to an amazing orgasm. It would have been one of the best you’ve ever experienced. But instead, you chose to disobey me.”

“Mmno,” Rachel shook her head, whining into the gag. She couldn’t take any more of this. She wanted, no, needed Summer to fuck her. It was why she had come here in the first place.

“No?” Summer laughed throatily, “You’re not making much sense with that big tight gag in your mouth.”

Rachel glared up at Summer from beneath the head harness, her frustration getting the better of her.

Summer reached over and began to unfasten the leather panel from her submissive’s lips. She pulled it out of her Rachel’s mouth and tossed it aside. “So, what do you have to say that’s so important?”

“Please, mistress, I didn’t mean to disobey you. I was–am so horny, and I just–I-I want you to fuck me so badly. Please, please fuck me. Please, I’m on the edge, I’m going to explode. I just need you ins––mmph! Mmph, mph.”

Summer listened to Rachel’s begging and whining for only a few moments before shutting her up again. She smothered her mouth with her hand, pressing tightly down against the other woman’s lips.

“You need to learn some manners. Don’t you know it isn’t polite to beg and whine?”

“Mmmphh.”

“I know what you’re doing, you bratty little bitch. You like being gagged, don’t you? You love having your mouth filled up just as much as your pussy.”

The look in Rachel’s eyes was pure shame and humiliation. She nodded once, defeated.

“Say it.” Summer demanded. “Tell me what you love.” She pulled her hand away from Rachel’s mouth.

“I... I love to be ga––mmph.” Summer pressed her hand down on Rachel’s lips once again.

“Again.” She commanded.

“Ivvwwuvvthhoobeeaadd.”

“I can’t hear you, slut. Again.” She removed her hand from her submissive’s lips.

“I love to be gagged! I love gags!” Rachel said, a little more loudly than she’d expected.

“What a dirty slut you are. Well, I’m certainly not going to give you something that you enjoy after you’ve been so bad.”

“No, please! Please, please gag me, mistress. Please, I–I need it. I need to feel... I...”

“Absolutely not. Now, shut the fuck up and lie there and be still. You’re to remain here for as long as I please as punishment.”

Rachel felt her clit throb painfully up against the chastity belt as Summer moved to the head of the bed. She roughly pulled the spandex hood she had offered to Rachel earlier over her captive’s head. It covered her entire face and neck, save for a small opening for her lips. Rachel wanted so badly to beg for more, to plead with Summer for a little tape to seal her mouth shut, or even a cleave gag, anything to satisfy her love of being gagged. But instead, she remained silent.

Was Summer ever going to let her cum? How long was she going to keep her tied to the bed with this medieval belt? Even if she squirmed in the chastity device, the anal plug and dildo plug weren’t quite thick enough to give her real pleasure. They certainly were getting her wetter and wetter, but there was nothing she could do to get any release.

Having her gag taken off was the biggest punishment, though. She loved the way the cock plug had made her feel like an object, just another one of Summer’s hundreds of sex toys. And the leather panel was so soft against her face, yet so restricting in how tight it was pulled. Why had she disobeyed Summer by trying to masturbate? It was such a stupid mistake, she thought, pulling weakly at the tight velcro strap that bound her wrists.

It felt like at least an hour had gone by before she heard any noise in the bedroom. Her pussy was unbearably wet beneath the tight chastity belt and her arms ached from being bound so tightly. She wanted release so badly, even just few moments of Summer rubbing her clit would satisfy her.

There was a sound to her right, a quiet clicking noise that for a few moments she could not identify. Then, Summer’s voice. “Are you ready to behave, you filthy pathetic excuse for a slave?”

“Y-yes, mistress. I’ll behave.”

Another click. Rachel winced beneath the encompassing hood. She wondered if she looked like a faceless doll all tied up with the hood obscuring her head.

Summer roughly grabbed onto the top of her head and yanked the hood off of her. In one hand, she held a cell-phone. A moment of horror passed as Rachel realized it were her phone. Summer climbed into the bed beside Rachel.

“I’ve take some photos of you all tied up in my bed. They’re just for my personal collection, but, I’m sure you realize that if you ever misbehave again I’m going to post these to your Facebook account. I’m sure there’s plenty of people who would be very interested to see innocent little Rachel tied up in a chastity belt.

“P-please, mistress, don’t. Please, I’ll be good. I’ll be a good slave, I swear. I only want to please you. I don’t want to be bad.”

“Of course you don’t.” Summer said, placing the phone down and beginning to untie Rachel’s hands from the bedposts. She removed the leather mitts and tossed them to the floor. “Turn over and get on your knees.”

Rachel immediately did as she was told, getting in a doggie-style position. She looked down at the spot she had been laying in and spot a humongous puddle of wetness where her cum had been leaking out of her. Finally, she thought, finally she was going to get some release...

Summer unlocked each of the chastity belt padlocks and slowly pulled the dildos out of each of Rachel’s wet holes. As Rachel waited for her mistress to begin, Summer reached over and grabbed her chin, holding it firmly in place as she slipped the giant black ball gag into her mouth. She tightened the strap as tightly as it would go around Rachel’s head. Then, without another word, she began to fuck her with a thick steel cock.

Rachel screamed into the gag, the huge diameter of the dildo forcing her open wide from behind. She grabbed onto the sheets and held tight, her whole body shuddering with pleasure and pain. Summer thrust in and out of her, in and out, in and out, over and over again while Rachel moaned and whined.

“You like that? You like that huge cock inside of you?” Summer murmured. She pressed the cock inside of Rachel and held it in there with one hand. With the other, she reached out and played the throbbing, sopping wet clit. “How long have you wanted to cum? Hours? It must have been agony being so wet. Was it agony? How badly did you want to cum?” Summer grabbed Rachel’s hair and forced her face down into the sheets. Rachel’s arms collapsed beneath her. She placed them obediently behind her back.

“Good girl. You’re learning.” Summer praised.

She continued to finger her slave, rubbing her clit slowly and carefully while Rachel released a slew of muffled gag-talk. “Now, I’m not going to give you an orgasm yet. But I am going to teach you patience.” Summer murmured. She left the steel cock inside of Rachel while she briefly climbed off the bed. When she returned a moment later, she stopped to admire her brunette sub, ass in the air, face pressed firmly into the sheets, waiting patiently for her mistress.

She climbed onto the bed and attached a pair of black leather thigh cuffs to each of her captive’s thighs. Next, she added a pair of match leather cuffs to each of Rachel’s wrists. Then, using a two-point silver clip for each side, she bound Rachel’s wrists to her thighs, keeping her bent-over with her ass in the air. Summer pushed Rachel over onto her side and lay down next to the bound woman, pressing her body up close against her prisoner’s.

She slipped her fingers over the wet clit with torturous slowness, humming hungrily into Rachel’s ear as she bit at the woman’s earlobe. Rachel moaned softly, shuddering with each long touch. “You like being teased, Rachel?”

The sub nodded, panting, her hips bucking uncontrollably.

Summer dipped her two fingers inside of Rachel’s wet cunt, circling around her g-spot, flicking at her clit occasionally. “I could do this all night, you know? Could you?”

Rachel shook her head ‘no’. A trail of drool fell from her lips. Summer leaned over to kiss the gagged lips, licking softly at Rachel’s bottom lip, sucking on the silicon ball, moaning into her sub’s obscured mouth.

“How about that cock inside of you right now? Penetrating you... your inner muscles keeping it in place. That must feel good, doesn’t it?”

“Mmmppphh,” Rachel could not keep from moaning in pleasure at the sound of Summer’s sultry words.

Summer increased the speed of her fingers massaging Rachel’s engorged clit. “It must be so sensitive right now, isn’t it? After hours of teasing? I’ve been teasing you all night, you must be ready to explode.”

Rachel shuddered again, her body desperately needing the release after a night of unsatisfied desire.

Summer began fingering her faster and faster, rubbing her clit all over, gathering the wetness leaking from her cunt to use as lube. “Like that, bad girl? You like being punished like this?”

Sitting up quickly, Summer pushed Rachel back down onto her knees, shoving her face into the mass of pillows. She pulled the steel cock out of her and slapped her ass. “You’re a fucking dirty slut. You love being teased and tortured, you kinky little bitch.” She spanked her again. And again. Rachel screamed into the ball gag, begging for more. Her ass was turning red with every hit.

Finally, Summer plunged three fingers into Rachel’s cunt, fucking her from behind like a mounted animal. She fucked her hard and fast, in and out, in and out, biting her lip with every thrust. At long last, she reached her hand around and began to finger Rachel’s clit as fast as she could. “Cum for me, slut.” She commanded.

Rachel humped the air madly, her voice rising with every second that Summer’s fingers danced across her clit. She was so close, she was going to cum–

“MMmph, mmph, mmph, mph,” She whimpered, heat building and swelling within her. This was it, building up inside of her with every slap of her ass. Drool was freely spilling from her mouth down onto the sheets now.

She screamed into the gag, cum leaking out of her from all over, dripping onto the sheets and pooling at her knees. Summer slowly withdrew her fingers and climbed off of her dirty slut. Rachel panted so hard she thought she might pass out. She could not remember every cumming with some intensity, except for maybe last night.

She collapsed onto her side, watching Summer as her mistress gathered a few items from the cabinet that held most of her toys. She returned to the bed with a few things in her hands, dropping them onto the bedside table. She lay down beside Rachel, facing her this time. She reached out and pulled the ball gag out of her sub’s mouth. With one hand, she swiped a few fingers across Rachel’s clit, causing the woman to hiss in sweet, unexpected pleasure.

Summer held up her fingers covered in the thick sticky liquid and pushed them into Rachel’s mouth. “Suck on them.”

Rachel did as she was told, whimpering as she licked her own cum off of her mistress’ fingers. She lapped up every bit of liquid. Summer extracted her fingers and dipped them again through her bad girl’s pussy. This time, she pressed her fingers up against her sub’s nostrils, wiping the liquid against her upper lip, forcing her to smell the pungent cum.

“Alright.” Summer whispered. “I think you deserve a special treat. I teased you for far longer than I intended to. Would you like a special treat?”

“Yes, mistress.” Rachel nodded quickly. She took a moment to pull at the cuffs that kept her wrists bound to her thighs. She was completely immobile in this position.

Summer reached behind her for the items she had left on the bedside table. First, she pulled out a dirty sock, stained with sweat. Without warning, she stuffed into the bound woman’s mouth, giving Rachel a new surge of wetness between her legs. Next, she held up a roll of black electrical tape. It was thicker than duct tape and looked far stronger. Rachel’s eyes widened slightly.

Summer tore off one piece and spread it onto her captive’s lips, sealing them shut. She took a moment to press the tape hard against Rachel’s lips, ensuring it was deeply stuck. She ripped off four more pieces of the tape and placed them slightly above, below, and to the sides of the original piece. When she was finished, Rachel’s entire lower face was sealed with the sticky adhesive tape.

“Ah, but I’m not finished yet.” Summer murmured. Next, she pulled out a roll of white, stretchy-looking tape. “Microfoam. It’s elastic and waterproof so you can’t push your tongue through it like you can with duct tape.” She unwound a long strip of the tape, ripping it off and pressing it carefully up against Rachel’s already severely gagged lips.

Rachel moaned into the next layer, her eyes fluttering open and shut at the constriction. No matter how loudly she screamed, hardly any sound escaped the many layers taped across her lips.

Summer applied one more long piece of microfoam tape. FInally, to complete the monstrous gag, she retrieved a soft black scarf. She folded it over so that it covered just below her prisoner’s nose down to her chin. Then, she placed it against Rachel’s lips. She pulled it roughly behind her and double-knotted it. “Now, let me see...”

She observed her handiwork with a satisfied nod. “Very good. Tell me how much you enjoy being my captive slave.”

Rachel looked up at her mistress with big wide eyes. “Mmmmmmm,” She attempted to speak, but the tape drowned out much of her garbled words. ‘I love being your slave,’ She desperately tried to communicate, writhing around in her bondage. ‘I love being taken captive by you.’

“Now, I have one final exercise for the night. I’m going to untie you. When I do, I want you to get dressed and return to your apartment WITHOUT removing your gag.”

Rachel looked like she had been slapped across the face. What if someone saw her? What would they think?? She couldn’t go out in public with this massive tape gag across her face. Even for the short walk up to her apartment.

“Do as your told, slut. When you get to your apartment, you will take out your cell phone and start filming yourself. I want you to get into your bed and undress. Then, you will masturbate. You will rub your clit until you cum again. And you will NOT remove your gag. Film yourself cumming at least two times. Then, send me the video to prove that you’ve completed your task. After that, you may remove the gag. Although, knowing you, I wouldn’t be surprised if you slept in it.”

Rachel moaned appreciatively up at her mistress. She could see this task really was a special reward for her, as long as she could get to her apartment unseen by anyone else.

Summer reached over and unlatched the wrist cuffs to their connecting point on the thigh cuffs. Then, she released Rachel’s ankles from their bondage attaching them to the bedposts. Rachel slowly dressed, feeling very strange when she caught sight of her reflection in the mirror. She was wearing her jeans, t-shirt, and boots, but that enormous gag was spread across the whole lower half of her face.

“Go.” Summer instructed, pointing towards the front door. “Send me the video as soon as you’re finished. I’ll see you back here tomorrow evening at seven PM sharp.”

With one last longing glance at her mistress, Rachel obediently stepped outside of Summer’s apartment. She looked up and down the hallway and thanked god that it was empty. She darted up the central staircase, taking the steps two at a time until she reached the sixth floor. She fumbled for her keys as she scrambled towards her apartment door. As she was reaching to take her keys out of her pocket, she heard the familiar sound of a door being unlocked a few units behind her. She buried her face towards her chest and blindly shoved the key into the lock.

As her front door finally swung open, she dashed inside and shut the door behind her. That was close. She hadn’t met any of her new neighbors yet, except for Summer, and having a gag plastered all over her face wasn’t exactly how she’d imagined being welcomed into the neighborhood.

As her mistress instructed her, she took her cell-phone out of her pocket, pulled up the camera, and began to record. She placed the phone onto her bedside table, propping it up onto her lamp so that it had a full view of the bed. Then, she climbed onto the bed and began to strip for the camera, for her mistress.

She slowly peeled off her shirt and tossed it to the ground. Next, she stepped out of her jeans. Then, she slipped her panties off, took a big whiff from the wet stain in the center of them, and tossed them aside. She lay down on the bed in front of the camera, and slowly dragged her fingers down her own abdomen.

Her whole body was so sensitive after a night of being teased that even these light touches were sending electricity all up and down her. She moaned a little into the unrelenting gag. Her fingers hovered just above her clit, playing gently with it. She thought of Summer tying her up in the cage and intending for her to stare at herself. Just like what she was doing now. Would Summer masturbate to this video when she sent it to her? She hoped so.

“Mmmmmpph,” She groaned as she pinched her left nipple.

Summer ramming that metal cock into her had been so, so delicious.

She played with herself, fingering the wet slit between her legs.

What had been her favorite part of tonight? Finally cumming after Summer’s torture? Being gagged by these thick layers of tape? Or was it the new sensation of the buttplug sitting in her asshole?

“Mmm! Mmmph, mmph,” She moaned louder and harder, pressing her fingers inside her dripping cunt.

What about when Summer had gag-kissed her and licked up all of her drool from around the ball gag? Or when she had bound her wrists to her thighs? There were far too many good things to choose from.

She worked faster on herself, giving her pussy a slap, fingering herself faster.

‘Mistress,’ she moaned into the tape, ‘mistress, I wish you were here to fuck me. I wish you were here to take me from behind and show me just how much of a bad girl I am. Fuck me, mistress. God, I just want you to fuck me.’ As usual, her pleas were a mess of unintelligible gag-speak.

“Mmph! MMPH!” She came unexpectedly, her body collapsing onto the bed into a shuddering mass. Rachel made herself cum three more times that night before sending her video to Summer. She fell asleep that night with a smile, realizing she still wore the leather collar her mistress had put on her. 
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When Rachel awoke that morning, her body was filled with the familiar sensation of a  precious afterglow ache. She had pleasured herself three times on video the night before for her mistress, and she felt a lasting warmth settled between her legs. She had fallen asleep with the leather collar Summer had put on her.

Rolling over in bed, she gently fingered the metal ring in the center of the leather strap. She was owned by her mistress. At all times. In all places. It was taking time to get used to, the idea that she actually had a mistress.

Rachel had spent all of her life hiding her obsession with bondage from all of her lovers. She loved nights where she could be alone in her apartment and indulge in some self-bondage. It was nothing serious, as there was only so many restraints she could afford to own and only so much she could to herself, but she loved the feeling of squirming and writhing around with her hands bound behind her and a mouth-filling gag keeping her from speaking.

Now, after meeting the dominatrix that lives two floors down in her new apartment building, Rachel’s lifelong fantasy of being dominated by a woman in bed had become reality. Not only had it happened once, but two nights in a row. Summer had done indescribably dirty things to her, things that her past lovers would have gawked at. Summer had tied and gagged her so tightly, fucked her over and over again in both torturous and tantalizing ways. She had kept her captive, made her into a prisoner, and shamed and humiliated her. Rachel loved it.

She reached over to the bedside table and picked up her cellphone. Last night she had sent her mistress a video of her masturbating, but had fallen asleep before getting a response from Summer. She unlocked her phone and was delighted to see a message from Summer:

Leave your front door unlocked. Put yourself into your most restrictive self-bondage. Be ready for me at noon.

A wave of desire overwhelmed Rachel. Summer was coming here? To her apartment? And expected her to be tied up and waiting? What time was it? Shit, she realized with a pang of panic, it was 11:48. Summer would be there in ten minutes!

She scrambled out of bed and dove for the box of restraints she kept under her bed. What was her most restrictive? There was the roll of duct tape which was tight, but could be gotten out of fairly easily with enough force. Then there was the coil of cotton rope. She hadn’t yet experimented much with that as it took two people to make the most out of it. There was also the hogtie harness. That was probably her best bet. It was quick and easy to get into and if she tightened it enough could potentially be difficult to get out of.

She tossed the hogtie, the roll of duct tape, and her leather blindfold onto the bed, then ran to the front door. It would be so risky leaving the front door unlocked while she was tied up, but the thought of being walked in on by a complete stranger was also very tantalizing.

Rachel ran back to her bedroom and began to prepare. She ripped off a piece of the duct tape and pressed it tightly against her own lips. She would have to go out sometime and get that wonderful latex bondage tape Summer had been using on her. It was much more comfortable and sexy than the duct tape. Next, she wrapped the ankle cuffs around her ankles and then set the wrist cuffs at the usual tightness. Snug, but escapable. Before putting on the last two wrist cuffs, she slipped the blindfold over her eyes and pushed her hands through the cuffs.

When she was finished, she lay prone on her side in the middle of the bed, her arms relaxed behind her while her knees bent back to accommodate the pull of the cuffs. What was Summer going to do, she wondered. Were they going to play in her apartment today? Was she going to bring her toys upstairs with her? Rachel silently hoped so. Her limits had been pushed so far in the last couple of days and she would be lying if she didn’t admit to herself that she wanted more.

Rachel really loved the feeling of being bound and gagged. It was so fucking sexy to her to push and pull against her restraints, to feel like an object of someone else’s pleasure.

The front door suddenly opened. Rachel gasped behind the single strip of tape gagging her mouth. She really could have gagged herself better if she had more time.

The sound of high heels reverberated through Rachel’s living room as someone entered, then shut the door and locked it. Rachel’s heart began to beat faster and faster. She assumed, of course, that it was Summer, but not knowing sent a tremor of warmth through her clit.

The high heels came closer and closer until whoever had come inside was standing in her bedroom, just beside her.

Though Rachel could not see, she assumed it was her mistress standing in front of her.

A hand reached out and grabbed hold of her chin, roughly. “One single strip of tape? And I thought you liked gags. Pathetic.”

Rachel recognized Summer’s voice and her pussy immediately began to throb.

“Mmph,” She attempted to convey her shame through the single sound.

Summer took hold of the hogtie harness, examining it for a moment before sighing with displeasure. “This is... disappointing, Rachel. This is your most restrictive toy?”

Rachel hung her head.

“Well, we’ll have to go out and get you some more things to play with at home.” Summer said, sitting down on the edge of the bed beside her bound submissive. She reached over and swiped two fingers through Rachel’s pussy, causing the tied woman to moan at the sudden and unexpected sensation.

“Wet, as usual.” Summer noted, very slowly beginning to dance her fingers around Rachel’s clit. Rachel moaned soft and low, pressing her face into the blankets beneath her. Summer’s fingers were moving so, so slowly, circling around her clit, a gentle and unrelenting torture.

Summer reached over and very slowly peeled away the single strip of duct tape sealing Rachel’s lips together. “Your video last night was very pleasing.” She whispered.

“T-thank you, mistress.”

Summer placed her fingers that had just been inside Rachel’s cunt up against her bound submissive’s lips. She parted them and forced her fingers inside the wet mouth. Rachel began to suck on the fingers, moaning quietly as she did so.

Summer retracted her fingers and stood up from where she had been lying on the bed. She reached over and silently began releasing Rachel from the hogtie. “I’ve brought some toys over because I knew your supply would be inadequate. Sit with your knees beneath you. Place your hands behind your back.”

Rachel very quickly did what she was told. She folded her knees beneath her and sat in the center of her bed. She crossed her wrists behind her back and waiting with shuddering breath for her mistress to begin.

Summer lifted Rachel’s blindfold and set it beside her on the bed. Rachel gazed up at her mistress, training her eyes on the tall, dark-haired woman in front of her. Summer was holding in her hands a thick waist cuff, lined with multiple rings on each side as well as the front and back. She placed it around her sub’s waist, tightening it so hard that Rachel gasped.

Next, she applied a matching black pair of wrist cuffs. Using a two-point clip, she attached the cuffs to the back of the waist cuff. Then, she snapped a long, black leather leash to the front of Rachel’s collar. She yanked hard on the leash and Rachel bent forward, her nose forced downward towards the edge of the bed.

“Very good. I have some friends coming over tonight, and I think I’d like to show off my new pet. But first, I need to make sure you’re going to be obedient.” Summer pulled hard on the leash again. “Down. Get down on the ground.”

Rachel crawled forward, unfolding her legs as she lowered herself to the ground. She returned to the same position as she was in on the bed, craning her neck to look upwards at her mistress. It was nerve-racking thinking about being in front of Summer’s friends. Were they all dominatrixes?

With one hand on the leash, Summer bent over and looked through the bag she had brought with her. She took out a long, thick, cock-shaped dildo. Summer stepped into the harness it was in and pulled the cock up around her waist. With her free hand, she grabbed a fistful of Rachel’s hair and directed her head forward.

Rachel immediately opened her mouth as wide as she could, taking in the thick shaft and wrapping her lips around it. Rachel usually fucked women, and having the cock forced into her mouth was more than dehumanizing. She shivered at the sensation, feeling very much like Summer’s own personal toy. It made her horny, moistening the inside of her cunt liberally.

“Take it,” Summer murmured, pushing her hips forward and forcing the thing deep into Rachel’s mouth.

Rachel moaned quietly into the dildo, her eyes fluttering shut.

“Look at me, slut. Look at me while you suck on this cock.”

The cock touched the back of Rachel’s throat and her eyes began to water, but she brought her gaze up to her mistress.

Summer continued to fuck Rachel’s mouth, bucking her hips back and forth, shifting her hand down to Rachel’s jaw.

“You like being face-fucked, dirty girl? Your mouth is just another hole for me to fill. Lick it. Suck on it.” Summer’s words were so pleasing, so delicious to Rachel’s ears. She wondered if she might cum just through her mistress’ dirty talk.

“Very good.” Summer murmured, as she pulled away. She removed the harness and dildo and shoved it aside. “I’m going to have you on display tonight for the others to admire. Are you going to behave for me tonight?”

“Yes, mistress.”

“Are you going to submit to me?”

“Yes, mistress. I’ll submit to you.”

“No matter what I ask of you?”

Rachel hesitated. She wondered just what exactly Summer would be doing to her tonight with her friends. “...y-yes, Mis–”

“What if I let my friends fuck you? Hm? What if I fuck you in front of them? Will you submit to me, then?” Summer stroked the length of Rachel’s neck, her hands tangling gently in her prisoner’s hair.

Rachel swallowed hard. This went far beyond any fantasy she had ever had. These last two days with Summer had completely and utterly decimated her sexually, emotionally, and physically. She was dedicated to Summer and pleasing her, being her pet, her sexual object. Was she willing to give away that much of herself to this woman she had so recently met?

Summer’s touch suddenly pulled away from Rachel as she bent down to gather her toys and bag. “Hm. I suppose I’ll get my things and go then if you’d like to end our–”

“No, wait!” Rachel surprised herself. She felt genuine panic at the thought of Summer leaving her. She had to please her. “I-I’ll do anything, mistress. Anything for you.”

Summer paused in her rummaging and slowly lowered herself to her knees. Her eyes were wide and intense as she seemed to star through Rachel, as if trying to read her sincerity. She pushed her thumb into Rachel’s mouth as she grabbed hold of the side of her face again. “Is that so? You’ll be a good girl tonight?”

Rachel nodded obediently, “Yes. Yes, you can fuck me in front of anyone, I don’t care. I’ll let anyone fuck me if it will please you.”

Summer captured Rachel’s lips in a crushing kiss, biting her bottom lip and shoving her tongue into her sub’s mouth. She got to her feet and tugged on the leash twice. “Come, then. On your feet. I have a surprise for you.”

Rachel stumbled only once as she was jerked forward and led from her bedroom into her living room. She gasped quietly at the sight of a black latex catsuit lying on the living room floor. It was shiny and sleek and Rachel became a little wet when she imagined the feeling of the material hugging her body tightly. It was crotchless, she realized with a small blush, and would leave her exposed for anyone to see, and most likely, play with. There was a leather hood sitting on top of the catsuit.

“This will be your outfit tonight. As well as this,” Still holding the leash in one hand, Summer reached over and grabbed the hood. She brought it swiftly over Rachel’s head where it fit snugly. There was an opening for her eyes and her mouth, but the material stuck quite well to her face and neck.

“Let’s practice a little, shall we?” Summer suggested, moving around to Rachel’s backside. She unclipped the leash from her submissive’s collar.

Rachel felt a heavy duty blindfold being placed over the hood and across her eyes. This one was far thicker than the one she had with an elastic band. It made her feel ashamed of her pathetic collection of bondage toys.

Rachel could not see what Summer was doing, but she heard her mistress moving around the room and assumed, hopefully, that she had brought more things to bind her with.

Summer retrieved a long, metal spreader bar from beside the front door. She attached it to Rachel’s ankle cuffs, forcing her bound captive to push her legs apart about three feet or so.

“You’re going to be on display, you dirty little girl. Since you were so selfish yesterday, wanting to touch yourself, wanting to make yourself cum, I figure you’ll enjoy being out in the open, available for anyone to tease and torture. Who knows how many times you’ll cum tonight?”

A quiet, shuddering moan left Rachel.

“You won’t know if it’s me touching you, or someone else. You’ll be gagged so tightly, your mouth filled to the brim and sealed shut. You won’t be able to scream or call for help. You’ll be... just a little toy for us to play with. Is that what you want?” Summer’s words tickled the inside of Rachel’s ear. She found herself nodding along, whimpering quietly at each imagining of a mystery hand fingering her through the crotchless catsuit.

“Y-yes, mistress. I... I want to be punished. I want to be used by you and-and your friends. I deserve it.”

“Oh, you think you deserve it, do you?” Summer’s hands drifted slowly across Rachel’s abdomen, hovering just above her wet cunt. “Why do you deserve to be used?”

“Because I... I’m a selfish, dirty slut. I disobeyed you.”

“That’s right.” Summer whispered, her tongue gently scraping across Rachel’s mouth. She dipped two fingers into Rachel’s pussy and slid them all the way up inside of her submissive’s dripping hole.

Rachel moaned quietly, trying so hard not to demand to be fucked. It’s what she would have done with any other lover, crying out in the heat of desire and passion: Fuck me! But with Summer, she knew she had to be quiet and controlled.

Summer fucked her slowly, pushing her two fingers, then three, then four, into and out of Rachel with torturous slowness. While she worked her, Rachel felt the sudden sensation of something being pressed into her asshole. She gasped, realizing Summer was plunging a metal buttplug inside of her.

“You have very little experience with this, I can tell.” Summer said. She had suddenly stopped fucking Rachel and the bound woman couldn’t help but buck her hips forward with want. The buttplug made her squirm, her breath coming out in sudden, uneven spurts. “You’ll need to get used to it, as my friends are certain to fill every hole of yours.”

Rachel shuddered again. She had completely and utterly submitted her body to this whims of this woman.

“They’ll fuck your asshole, your cunt, your mouth. And you’ll let them do it, for me? Won’t you?”

“Yes, mistress.” Rachel agreed.

“Good.” Summer bent down and removed the spreader bar, placing it aside for the moment. “Down on your hands and knees.”

Rachel inhaled sharply. The sensation of the buttplug deep inside of her was very pleasurable, but the sensation was strange as she stepped forward and lowered herself to the ground. She pressed her nose to the floor, waiting until Summer unhooked her wrist cuffs from the waist cuff. Rachel felt much like a dog as she sat before her mistress on her hands and knees.

“Do you think you deserve to be gagged right now?” Summer’s question caused her to clench her asshole around the plug. She would love to be gagged, but she knew she didn’t deserve it. “It’s a treat for you, so I’m afraid I must use it sparingly. Don’t worry, you’ll be gagged for the majority of the party tonight, but I’m certain some cock or dirty shoe will be shoved into your mouth at some point.”

“I... I don’t deserve it.” Rachel resigned, hanging her hooded head slightly.

“No, no I don’t think you do either. However, I want to see how you’ll look tonight, and I want you to practice being a good little sex object. So, it’s your lucky day, I suppose.”

Rachel smiled from within the hood. Before she knew it, Summer was pressing a tight strip of latex tape over her lips. She wound it around her hooded head at least eight times, making the latex of the hood and tape fit seamlessly together.

Now, completely encased in the hood with only two small nose holes to breathe from, Rachel gave an exploratory moan into the gag.

“That looks quite nice, I think.” Summer said from where she sat down on the couch. “Good. Now,” Summer extended her legs and rest her high-heeled feet onto Rachel’s back. “I’m going to rest for a little while and let you think about tonight...”

Rachel was nervous, her heart fluttering in her chest uncomfortably as Summer finished putting her in the latex catsuit. She stood in Summer’s bedroom, gazing at herself in the mirror. She wore the hood as well, and the leather collar on the outside of the catsuit. Rachel was affixing her wrist, waist, and ankle cuffs to her as well.

“Now, you’re going to be a good girl for your mistress, aren’t you? You know what will happen if you misbehave tonight?” Summer asked, glancing in the mirror reflection.

“I’ll be punished.” Rachel said.

“No. This will all be over. You’ll go back upstairs to your apartment and will live the rest of your days with your pathetic little tape gags and restraints. You’ll never be a slave to someone like me again.” Summer’s voice was sweet, but her words stung. Rachel knew she had to be perfect tonight.

“Now, into the living room, let’s go.” Summer instructed, grabbing Rachel by the front of her collar and dragging the shorter woman behind her. She pushed her towards the spanking horse that now sat in the center of the living room.

Rachel climbed atop the thing and was forced onto her hands and knees while the ring of her collar was attached to a ring keeping her head pulled down towards the central panel. Her wrists and ankles were bound to hooks around the horse, and her ass was pushed slightly up into the air. Her asshole, cunt, and mouth were all easily accessible.

Summer, holding a pair of Rachel’s panties she had stolen from the woman’s bedroom, wiped at her submissive’s crotch with the small bit of cloth. She ensured that every inch was covered in Rachel’s cum. Then, she moved around to the front of the horse and held the panties up.

She shoved the wet panties into Rachel’s mouth and began gagging her extremely tightly with the latex tape. It wound around and around her head as Rachel wrinkled her nose at the taste of her own cum. She felt so secure and restricted when Summer was finished, and tried a couple of times to pull at her bonds. They were wonderfully tight as well.

“For now,” Summer slipped a vibrating egg inside of Rachel’s already moist folds. “Have a few orgasms. Wouldn’t want to waste any lube on a useless object like you.” Finally, Summer slipped the heavy-duty blindfold over Rachel’s eyes once again.

With that, Rachel was fully encased in latex. She had never felt a sensation like this before where every part of her felt bound, hugged tightly by the strange material. She could not see, she could not move, she could not speak. All she could do was hump the air gently and ride the wave of orgasm that the egg was bringing on.

“Mmpph,” She moaned quietly into her gag, tensing her body as the egg tickled her clit.

She had two orgasms before she heard the front door opening and Summer greeting a few of the guests. This was it, she told herself, she needed to be perfectly obedient or else risk losing this brand new and exciting world of possibility Summer had opened up for her.

She listened as the guests filed inside and were poured wine. They were all female voices, to her knowledge.

“And who’s this?” An unfamiliar voice grew closer and closer to Rachel until she felt like the person was standing just in front of her.

“That’s my newest,” Summer called from somewhere further away, in the kitchen maybe. “Yes, I’ve been punishing her all weekend. She’s been a little... difficult.”

Rachel felt the stranger grab her chin as if to examine her closely. “Well you’ve got her gagged tight enough, don’t you? Doesn’t make a sound.”

At that moment, another orgasm jolted through her and Rachel squirmed slightly, moaning into the hand that held her chin.

“Well, she quite likes being gagged, so it’s more of a reward for her than a punishment.” Summer explained.

The stranger’s hands moved towards Rachel’s backside.

“Go ahead.” Summer called, “She’s ready to be plugged up. However you’d like.”

Rachel shivered as the egg was removed from her crotch. The stranger’s touch was feminine, soft but controlling. For a moment, nothing happened. Then–

Thwack!

A paddle clapped against Rachel’s ass so hard she screamed into her massive tapegag, but as usual all that came out was a pathetic moan of ‘mmph’.

Again, the paddle slapped against her. Explosions of pain were punctuated by soft waves of pleasure. She loved it, and simultaneously hated it. The paddle hit against her skin three more times before the mysterious stranger slipped her fingers inside of Rachel’s pussy. “Well, that made her quite excited, Summer. Maybe you want to come here and fuck her?”

“You can do the honors, Felicity.” Summer responded.

Rachel felt a strange stirring of excitement within her. She wanted Summer to fuck her, but this woman’s touch was very welcoming. If this was what Summer wanted, then it’s what she wanted as well.

Something cold was trailed up her ass, metal maybe. It was thick and hard, but sent shivers through her. The thing moved upwards towards her cunt.

“Marie, come over here. Bring that buttplug over here. Let’s fuck her together.”

Rachel’s moan was filled with desire at that words. She sighed in pleasure and scooted her ass backwards a little to welcome the touch. Summer was the first one to have introduced her to assplay, but she was beginning to love it. She desperately wished Summer would come over and fuck her with them.

A new voice and presence appeared somewhere to her right a moment or so later. “This one? The red one, right?”

“Yeah, put that inside of her.” Felicity suggested.

Marie slowly inserted the red buttplug inside of Rachel’s asshole. Rachel groaned long and loud, her voice muffled through the layers and layers of tape. It felt so good working around inside of her, spreading her open, widening her, pressing up against her walls.

“Oh, Summer, do you have any clamps lying around? Clothespins?” Felicity asked.

“In the drawer below the bookcase.” Summer called back.

Rachel whimpered at the thought of nipple clamps being put on her now.

“I’ll get them in a minute. First,” Felicity pushed the cold metal cock she had been holding deep inside of Rachel. She pumped it back and forth a few times while Marie pressed the buttplug in further.

Rachel released a long, continuous moan, breathing very heavily all of the sudden, straining hard against her bonds.

Marie laughed. “I think she likes it.”

A hand was suddenly tapping at her cheeks, slapping her lightly and grabbing hold of her chin. “What a lucky little sub.” Rachel could not tell who it was, but perhaps it was Marie since the buttplug had been inserted fully into her now. She leaned into the touch, whimpering submissively.

“Yes, she has some kind of oral fixation.” Summer said with a small shrug. “You could fuck her mouth if you’d like. She prefers to be gagged, but she’s had enough for now. Go ahead, ungag her.”

Rachel felt the layers of latex begin to be peeled away.

“Mm, pretty lips.” Marie observed when all the tape had been pulled away.

Suddenly, Rachel felt a tongue pressing inside her mouth, massaging her own tongue gently. She was being kissed very sensuously by another wet mouth. Her bottom lip was sucked on for a few moments, a pair of teeth grazing across it hungrily. She could not tell who was kissing her, but she was fairly certain it wasn’t Summer. Summer’s mouth tasted like cinnamon and tobacco.

The kiss faded away and before Rachel had a chance to miss it, it was replaced by a thick shaft of some kind of slippery material being shoved into her mouth. It felt like one of the dildos Summer had fucked her mouth with earlier in the day, but this one seemed far more realistic and skin-like.

“Take it,” She heard Marie whispering into her ear. It pressed far into her mouth and hit the back of her throat. Her eyes began to water beneath the blindfold and she sputtered on the cock choking her. The dildo in her pussy was still being pushed in and out slowly, pushing up against her core, rubbing against her g-spot with every thrust.

Marie moved around to Rachel’s backside and resumed circulating the buttplug around and around inside her asshole. Rachel moaned in appreciation, trying very hard not to speak, not to grunt out right there yes baby please more from behind the mouth-filling cock.

“Look how wet she is,” Felicity said through a throaty laugh, “she’s actually dripping,  Summer. Dripping.”

“Does she eat pussy well, Summer?” Marie asked.

Summer finally emerged from the kitchen and dropped down onto the couch. Crossing her knees and taking a sip from her wine glass, Summer observed her friends pleasuring her submissive with a small smile. “Yes,” She finally said, after thinking for a few moments. “Yes, she’s quite good at eating pussy, actually. She needed little training in that area.”

“Well, let’s put her to work then, shall we?” Felicity suggested. She swallowed another mouthful of wine and pulled the dildo from out of Rachel’s wet pussy. “God, it’s waterfalling.”

Summer set her glass down and stood from her seat. She approached Rachel and bent down so that they were face to face. “How is my dirty little slut?” She whispered, pressing her lips against Rachel’s as she spoke.

“M-mm, good. Mistress. P-please let me lick your sweet pussy.”

“In due time.” Summer murmured as she began to unclip Rachel’s wrist cuffs from the spanking horse. Felicity unclipped Rachel’s ankle cuffs and moved to sit on the sofa. Marie, leaning against the wall, watched hungrily as Rachel was released from the horse.

Summer reached over to a drawer in a nearby bookcase and retrieved a thick, black dildo connected to an elastic strap. “On to the carpet, slut. On your knees.” She demanded.

Rachel’s limbs were trembling as she climbed off of the spanking horse and lowered herself to the ground. She could not tell if she was beside her mistress or not, but she patiently waited further instructions.

Summer attached the dildo to Rachel’s left thigh and pulled the strap as tight as it could go. “Felicity, would you like a go? You can fuck yourself on her while she eats my pussy.”

“Most certainly...” Felicity murmured. The tall redhead removed her white thong from beneath her skirt and tossed it aside. She approached the bound and hooded captive and slowly lowered herself onto the dildo.

“Mmmm,” She moaned quietly as the dildo went slowly up inside of her pussy. She fucked herself gently against the thigh dildo, her breasts pressing up against Rachel’s. Summer, standing beside Rachel, lifted one leg and swung it over her submissive, turning and facing her so that her cunt was directly positioned in front of Rachel’s mouth.

She lifted her dress and pulled her red, lace underwear a few inches. She grabbed the back of Rachel’s head and pulled it forward. Rachel tongued her mistress’ warm, wet clit. She ran her tongue up and down the velvety slit, rubbing her face in the smell of moisture of her favorite pussy.

She could feel Felicity fucking herself very slowly against the thigh dildo and leaned forward a little to press her breasts up against the other woman’s. Her nipples were getting hard, and she could have swore Felicity’s were too.

Summer, a little breathless, shut her eyes for a moment, tipping her head upwards. “Marie... come here.” She whispered, holding out one hand and beckoning for the other woman to come forward.

Smirking, Marie licked her lips and stalked over to the three women. She stood behind Rachel and leaned forward to give Summer a gentle kiss. She inserted her tongue into the dominatrix’s mouth, moaning quietly at the shock of desire that flared up inside of her.

Summer smiled into the kiss. She pressed her fingers very slowly up against Marie’s pussy. “Take off your pants,” She instructed the blonde.

“Yes, ma’am.” Marie replied obediently.

From where she was positioned below Summer, Rachel could not help but feel a surge of jealousy. She did not like hearing someone else submit to Summer, to her mistress.

Marie began removing her skin-tight leather pants, pushing them down to the ground and stepping out of them. Summer ran her fingers gently over Marie’s underwear. She pushed them aside with one finger, and slipped her fingers over her friend’s clit. Marie moaned appreciatively.

“Do you like that?” Summer whispered, her voice wavering as Rachel’s tongue gave her a surge of pleasure.

“Yeah,” Marie murmured, placing her hands on Rachel’s shoulders. “Yeah, Summer, I like that.” She pressed her hips forward a little, a whimper leaving her as Summer’s fingers tickled her labia. “Does your sub get jealous when others submit to you?”

“Hm,” Summer murmured thoughtfully, looking down at Rachel.” Ah,” She moaned out, riding her hips against Rachel’s hooded face. “I don’t know. Are you jealous, my dirty girl?”

Rachel continued licking and sucking, her mouth shining with Summer’s wetness. “Y-yes, mistress.”

“Hm,” Summer moaned again, reaching over and pinching Marie’s left nipple. “Is that so? Felicity...?”

Felicity bucked hard against Rachel’s thigh as she approached orgasming. “A-almost... ah-ah-god-I-...” She came almost silently, biting her lip hard as cum started to leak from her pussy, down the shaft of the dildo and onto Rachel’s latex catsuit. She climbed off of Rachel and sighed contentedly. She moved towards the sofa and collapsed onto it with an exhale of afterglow.

Summer moaned into the air, “Right there, bitch,” She whispered, “keep going. Right there, my little slut. Marie,” She instructed, her eyes shut tightly as her orgasm came closer and closer. “Sit down on the floor and wait for me. I’m...quite close.” Summer bucked her hips up against Rachel’s mouth, nodding silently.

Rachel licked harder and harder, pressing her tongue into her mistress’ cunt. She licked and sucked fervently, wanting only to please her mistress, to convey to her that she wanted so desperately to be her only submissive.

“I’m... God, I’m coming, I’m coming...” Summer murmured to herself, squeezing her eyes shut tight. She shuddered three times, her whole body tensing until a tremor released her muscles into ultimate relaxation. She pushed Rachel’s head away from her and reached down, wiping her submissive’s lips with her fingers.

Summer began to unzip the hood confining her submissive’s head, peeling away the latex and tossing it aside. A blast of cool air hit Rachel’s face and she inhaled deeply, breathless from eating pussy for so long without stopping.

“Felicity,” Summer murmured, “would you come here and finger my dirty girl? I want her to watch while I fuck Marie. Make sure she doesn’t look away.”

“Gladly.” Felicity agreed, sitting up from where she relaxed on the couch.

Summer clipped Rachel’s wrist cuffs together. She attached her ankle cuffs to one another as well before giving Rachel a crushing kiss. Then, she moved down to the ground where Marie waited for her.

Felicity pulled Rachel to her chest and slowly curled her palm around Rachel’s mouth. “You’re going to watch your precious mistress fuck someone else. How does that make you feel?” She used her free hand to tweak Rachel’s nipple a few times. “Nice, firm breasts.”

Rachel protested into Felicity’s hand, squirming around in the woman’s hold. Her cuffs bound her tightly, though, and she was unable to get away from the redhead’s hold.

Summer held Marie in a similar position to how Felicity held Rachel. With one arm holding Marie’s wrists together behind her back and the other freely exploring the woman’s nipples and clit, Summer kissed down her friend’s neck, her eyes constantly on Rachel.

Marie tilted her neck to the side, moaning in pleasure at the tickle of Summer’s lips. “Oh, god, Summer... that feels good. That feels so good.”

Felicity laughed as Rachel moaned into her hand again. She pressed hard against the woman’s clit, not moving her fingers but simply applying pressure to the sensitive area. “Summer, she can’t stand it. She’s so jealous... look at her eyes. This is torture for her.”

Summer trailed her fingers down Marie’s abdomen and began lightly fingering Marie. “What do you think Marie? Should I tie you up? Make you my second submissive?”

“Mmmnnghnno!” Rachel muttered, straining against Felicity’s tightening grip around her lips. “Mmph, mph, mm.”

Marie whimpered as Summer’s fingers slipped inside her cunt. “Oh, Summer, please. Please tie me up. Make me yours.”

“Can I gag this slut?” Felicity asked, reaching upwards and slapping the submissive’s breast. She pinched her nipple against very tightly. “She needs to behave.”

“Go ahead.” Summer whispered, moving her lips onto Marie’s and licking her gently.

Felicity reached over to the drawer where the thigh harness had come from and dug around for a moment. She retrieved a thick, black bandanna and a long vibrator wand. She brought the bandanna roughly over Rachel’s lips. “This will shut your dirty mouth up. Now, watch your mistress and shut up. Just take it, you slut. Take it.”

Rachel’s protests became muffled as the bandanna tightened severely around her mouth. She watched Summer fuck Marie gently, glaring as they lay down on the carpet. Marie kept her wrists together above her head while Summer shoved three fingers inside of her, pumping them in and out. Marie’s whimpers and moans grew louder, her pussy wetter.

Felicity used both hands to rub Rachel’s nipples. “You must not be pleasing your mistress very well if she’s fucking someone else, huh? You must be inadequate.” She pulled the wand over to her and turned it on. She held it up against Rachel’s pussy and laughed as the bound submissive began jerking and twitching in pleasure. “Oh, you like that, do you?”

Summer glanced up, briefly shifting her attention from Marie to Rachel. She smiled and laughed to herself at her bound prisoner’s predicament.

Marie was getting close to cumming, her hips bucking upwardly and hissing gasps leaving her bright, full lips. “S-Summer...” She begged, “M-may I cum? Please, please may I cum?”

“Of course you may,” Summer approved, increasing the speed with which she was fingering Marie’s pussy.

The woman let out a short scream, her sounds of pleasure growing in volume and intensity until she was bucking up against Summer’s thigh. “Oh, god...” She whispered, her body shuddering a few times.

Felicity looked down at Rachel and moved the wand up and down against her wet sensitive, throbbing pussy. “Did you see that? Your mistress gave Marie such pleasure... “

Rachel moaned into her gag, a mixture of pleasure and envy. The wand felt delicious against her pussy, the vibrations giving her a rush of lightness.

“You, on the other hand, won’t be coming again tonight...” Felicity shut the wand off suddenly and tossed it aside. “Maybe if you had been a bit more obedient, you’d be allowed to cum.”

Rachel let out a pathetic whimper. Her body was begging for release, but she didn’t want it from Felicity. She wanted it from Summer. Felicity continued to rub her nipples and hold her prone against her.

Summer pulled away from Marie and moved to sit up. She stared at Rachel with a hungry smirk. “Yes, Felicity, I think you’re quite right... She doesn’t deserve to cum. In fact, I think she needs to take a time-out.”

Rachel looked up from where she lay in Felicity’s arms, trying to communicate with her eyes to Summer how much she wanted her mistress to fuck her.

Summer bent down and unlatched Rachel’s ankle cuffs. “On your feet.” She instructed, coldly.

Rachel quickly did as she was told, standing in front of her mistress with expectant eyes. Summer spun her around and grabbed hold of Rachel’s shoulders. She led her towards the bedroom and straight to the bed. Silently, she pushed Rachel onto the bed and unclipped her wrist cuffs. Then, just as she had the night before, she attached her wrist and ankle cuffs onto each one of the bedposts. “You’ll have my full attention once my friends leave. Until now, you can stay here and think about all of the things we’ve done tonight.

Rachel nodded a few times, her eyes never leaving Summer’s. Summer bent down, pulled the bandanna down from her submissive’s mouth, then kissed her hard and sensually. Rachel moaned into the kiss and was unsurprised to feel the bandanna being slipped back over her lips.

Summer gave her cheek a light slap before raising to her full height and leaving her in the darkened bedroom.

Team Domination

by

Victoria Charlesworth

Rachel was tossing and turning without any hope for rest. On any other night, she would have been absolutely ecstatic to be bound hand and foot to a four-post bed with a tight black bandana gagging her mouth. But tonight, she was left wanting. The bondage felt extremely comforting, especially because it had been done by her mistress, Summer, but she had not been allowed to cum earlier in the night while playing with Summer’s friends, Felicity and Marie.

She was their willing and submissive slave for the night, bound and pleasured and forced into whatever position they desired for however long they desired. Although, tonight Rachel learned something about herself that she had not known before. She was incredibly jealous and possessive of her mistress. She hated watching Marie submit to Summer. She wanted, desperately, to be Summer’s only submissive slave, but unfortunately it seemed that would not be the case. It had been torture to watch Marie squirming and moaning with her arms held behind her back by Summer all while Summer teased Rachel with her fiery stare.

After being teased and punished by Felicity, Rachel had been taken back into Summer’s room for a time-out. Summer bound her to the bed and promised that she would have her full attention once her friends left, but it had been nearly two hours and it sounded unlikely that they would be leaving anytime soon.

Rachel pulled on her wrist bindings, moaning a little just to please herself. She loved the sound of her gagged voice and could make herself wet from just giving out a little moan from behind a ball gag or layers and layers of tape. She also loved seeing other women tied up and gagged and teased and pleasured, but she had never had the desire to dominate, only to be dominated.

Rachel’s clit was throbbing and wet as she humped the air, trying to get any sort of friction onto her wanting pussy. She knew she was a dirty girl and that Summer would punish her greatly if she knew she was trying to masturbate herself again, but honestly, Rachel did not care. She wanted to be punished, as long as it meant Summer’s attention would be on her.

Suddenly, the door opened–

Rachel’s head snapped to the left where Summer slowly entered the bedroom. “Mmphh?” She moaned into the quiet of the room.

Her mistress was graceful and cat-like as she glided towards the bed and crawled on top of the prone submissive.

Rachel immediately began bucking her hips upward, grinding her naked pussy up against her mistress’ abdomen.

“Are you ready to behave?” Summer whispered, laughing a little as she drew her tongue across the cloth of the bandana gag.

Rachel nodded vigorously. “Yemmphh. Mmmph. Mmph.” She agreed. She could still hear the voices of Felicity and Marie laughing together in the living room, but her eyes never left Summer’s.

“Good girl.” Summer murmured. Then, she turned and called over her shoulder, “Ladies...she’s ready!”

Rachel felt a hot tightening in her cunt. Ready for what?

Felicity and Marie were still giggling as they strolled into the bedroom. They held hands and Rachel could immediately smell wine as they entered. Felicity held the vibrating wand she had used on Rachel earlier in the night.

“Mmm, she looks comfy.” Marie said, climbing up onto the bed and lying beside Rachel. Rachel shut her eyes as Marie trailed a finger down the prisoner’s jaw.

Summer remained where she sat with each knee on either side of her submissive. Felicity climbed onto the bed on Rachel’s right, and suddenly Rachel realized she was surrounded by three dominant women looking at her like a pack of hungry wolves.

“Let’s warm her up a little.” Felicity suggested, powering on the vibrating wand. She held it up slowly to Rachel’s exposed cunt. Summer climbed slowly off of Rachel and stood at the foot of the bed, watching her sub with a hungry stare.

Rachel moaned quietly, trying to contain her cries of pleasure because she did not want Summer to think that Felicity could pleasure her better than her mistress could. From her left side, Marie began to gently massage Rachel’s nipples, pulling at them and tweaking them from behind the layer of latex.

“Too bad you’re wearing all this latex,” Marie murmured, “otherwise you could really feel your nipples getting teased.”

Rachel squirmed in her bondage, pulling restlessly at her strenuously tight wrist and ankle cuffs as pleasure swam its way through her. Her pussy was heating up considerably as the wand vibrated against her clit. It felt so so delicious, but she had a feeling she wasn’t going to be allowed to cum for awhile. She wanted so badly to cum, to let her liquids stream freely from her cunt and give her that wonderful afterglow that came after a long-due orgasm.

“Felicity,” Summer instructed quietly but sternly from where she observed at the foot of the bed. “Take the gag off of my submissive little slut and sit on top of her face. She will lick you until I tell her to stop.”

“Oh, that sounds wonderful.” Felicity said, handing the vibrating wand over to Marie. She did as Summer instructed her and slowly peeled the black bandana off of Rachel’s lips. “Too bad. You look so good gagged. And oh, those cute little noises you make.” Felicity lifted her skirt up and climbed further up onto the bed. She turned herself around to face Summer and lowered her pussy directly onto Rachel’s face. “Now lick, bitch.”

Rachel felt suffocated by Felicity’s pussy. It was directly on top of her mouth and occasionally blocked her nasal passage as Felicity rocked back and forth. Rachel did as she was told and began licking the pussy furiously, running her tongue across the wet stretch of skin and feeling Felicity’s cum begin to smear across her face.

“Mmm, that’s good.” Felicity murmured, her green eyes sliding shut. She began to fondle her own breasts through her black lace top. She pinched her nipples, looking down at Marie with desire.

“Marie,” Summer said, “I want you to get down on the ground, on your knees, and lick my submissive’s cunt. I want you to eat her out while she eats Felicity out. And while you do that,” Summer turned away momentarily and retrieved a couple of items from the cabinet in the corner of the bedroom. “I’m going to play with your asshole.”

“Yes, ma’am.” Marie agreed immediately. Biting her lip, she winked up at Felicity as she climbed off of the bed and got down onto her knees at Summer’s feet. She removed her shirt and placed it aside. She was wearing a black bra that her nipples were peaking out of. She placed her hands on Rachel’s thighs for leverage.

“Oh, no,” Summer protested. “Marie, put your hands behind your back. It will please me very much to see you bound while you eat her out.”

Marie silently obliged, crossing her wrists behind her back. She gasped quietly as the cold clinking metal of handcuffs clicked shut around her wrists. Then, she bent her head forward and began to slowly lick Rachel’s sopping wet pussy. It tasted tangy, like citrus, and she lapped it up like an obedient dog.

“Mmm,” Felicity moaned as the vibrations from Rachel’s own cries of pleasure tickled her slit.

Summer sat down at the edge of the bed beside Marie, watching her tongue flick carefully at her sub’s clit. She ran her hands down the brunette’s arm and gently fingered the metal handcuffs. Then, she reached over and pressed a single finger up against Marie’s asshole. She inserted it very slowly, exploring and widening the hole.

Marie moaned appreciatively into Rachel’s clit. Felicity, still fondling her own breasts, whimpered with pleasure as she watched Summer playing with Marie’s ass. “I want to go next.” She said, “Summer, I want you to fuck me after.”

“Patience, Felicity.” Summer responded. She held a thick metal buttplug in her hand and was placing the tip of it up against Marie’s asshole. She pressed it inward, smiling at the sound of Marie’s muffled moans, and continued pushing it until the plug was completely inserted. Then, she reached around and began to slowly finger Marie’s clit.

“You sure can take that buttplug, can’t you? I didn’t know you were so experienced, Marie. Take a break from eating pussy.”

Marie ceased what she was doing and sat back slowly onto her knees. She winced at the sensation of the plug maneuvering around inside of her. Summer continued teasing her clit, torturing her, bringing her hot, searing pleasure with little relief.

“Felicity, what do you think? Should we tie Marie up too?”

“Oh, yes. Tie that bitch up. She’s been begging for it all night. Let’s put the dildo gag on her so I can face fuck her.” Felicity said, her hips still riding up and down against Rachel’s numbing tongue.

“Mm, no, please–” Marie protested, but she was smiling and writing with pleasure as she said it. “Please, don’t tie me up. Please don’t make me a helpless slave. I’ll do anything, plea–”

Marie’s ‘protests’ were cut off as Summer clapped a hand over her mouth. She extracted her hand from Marie’s pussy and brought the woman up to her feet. She pushed her up onto the bed and reached for a roll of bondage tape on her bedside table. With a couple of quick wraps, she bound Marie’s ankles together.

“The dildo gag, hm? Yes, that sounds good...” She agreed, striding over to her closet and disappearing inside the small room for a few moments. When she returned, she held a gag like Rachel had never seen before. It was a long, curved dildo cut in half by a leather panel.

Felicity climbed off of the captive submissive and took the dildo gag Summer offered to her. She moved to Marie’s side and very roughly shoved one end of the dildo into the woman’s mouth. Then, she pulled and tightened the straps around Marie’s head. When she was finished, Marie’s mouth was filled with one end of the dildo and the other extended about six inches out from her gag.

Rachel took this brief break to lick her lips, savoring the taste of Felicity’s cum. She wished it was Summer’s.

Felicity stroked the side of Marie’s face. “Wow, you look a thousand times better with that cock coming out of your mouth.” She laughed.

Glaring, Marie wrenched her head away from Felicity’s touch.

“Okay, you deserve to be face-fucked for that.” Felicity climbed on top of the bed again and pushed Marie onto her back. She grabbed onto the cock coming out of Marie’s gag and sat down on top of it, inserting it easily into her pussy. She rode her pussy up against Marie’s face, laughing as she did so. “Like that, bitch?”

Marie moaned in anger and displeasure, but she could do nothing but lay there helplessly.

Summer returned to Rachel’s side on the bed and, to Rachel’s surprise, untied her wrists from the top two bedposts. She bent down closer to Rachel’s ear and whispered, “You deserve a little treat. You’ve been a very good girl.” She pulled Rachel into her lap and began to fingerfuck her, slipping two fingers up into Rachel’s pussy and thrusting them up and down. Rachel moaned out a long, continuous exhale of pleasure. She would be cumming in moments, she could feel it. Summer quickly flicked at her clit, rubbing tight, hot circles around it as Rachel’s breath began to hitch.

“Oh-oh my-oh my god-mistress-please, I–” Rachel bit her lip to keep her from talking any more. She grasped tightly onto the bedsheets and felt her body building building building and then–

“I’m cumming, mistress, I’m cumming, I’m–god, I–” A squirt of cum left her like never before. It released from her like a small waterfall, all of the pent up pleasure of the night, all of the torturing and teasing she had endured.

“Good girl,” Summer approved, slowing her movements against Rachel’s clit as her submissive shuddered in her hold. She lifted her two fingers, covered in cum, and placed them up against Rachel’s lips. Rachel sucked them dutifully, lapping at her own cum until Summer pulled her fingers away.

“Now,” Summer was quick to reattach Rachel’s wrists together by the metal clip, but she continued holding the woman in her lap, “watch as Felicity fucks Marie.”

Summer drew Rachel up against her and reached over onto the bedside table and retrieved a roll of thick, white microfoam tape. She pulled off a single piece and very placed it securely around Rachel’s mouth. The tape covered just below her nose down to her chin. Summer very slowly and gently began playing with Rachel’s clit as the two other girls fucked a few feet away. “Good girl, that’s my good girl,” Summer praised, using her free hand to hold Rachel’s chin still. “You see? When you’re good and obedient, you get rewarded.”

Rachel tested out the tightness of her new microfoam tape gag and found that her moans were hardly audible at all through the thick adhesive. She nodded, basking in the feeling of Summer’s fingers holding her chin and fingering her sensitive clit.

“Turn over, you slut.” Felicity demanded of Marie. She climbed off of the brunette’s face and grabbed her hip, helping her to turn over onto her stomach. She slapped Marie’s ass so hard that a red mark almost instantly appeared across her left cheek.

Marie cried out into the dildo gag, wincing with her eyes shut tightly.

“Oh, you like that do you? I bet your ass is so sensitive with that buttplug still stuck up in there, huh?”

Marie whined, straining against the handcuffs and latex tape that bound her.

Felicity spanked her again. “I think you need to be spanked some more, bitch. Summer, do you have anything more punishing around here?”

“In the cabinet,” Summer murmured, looking up briefly from her task of gently tweaking Rachel’s nipples.

Felicity left the bed and tore open the cabinet doors, her eyes lighting up with the sight of how many toys her friend owned. She drew her hand across a mass of hanging floggers, whips, and crops. She pulled down a wooden paddle, lightly hitting her own palm with it. She turned around to face Marie who looked up at her with wide eyes, shaking her head.
“Mmno,” Marie protested, squirming and writhing on the bed, trying desperately to get away. She groaned into the gag, pulling at her elbows and shoulders to no avail. The cuffs were on the tightest setting. She huffed in frustration.

“Does this mean you’re going to submit to me?” Felicity murmured, stalking up to the bed where Marie lay. She grabbed woman’s jaw and forced her to look up at her. “Answer me, cunt.”

“Mmmpph!” Marie mumbled angrily up at her redheaded friend.

Felicity laughed, her clit warming from the sight of her friend struggling around in her bondage. “Pathetic. Here,” She took the dildo gag out of her mouth and tossed it aside. “Now, will you submit to me?”

Panting, Marie averted her eyes down to the ground. “...yes.” She mumbled.

“Yes, what?”

“Yes, I will submit to you... mistress.” Marie looked absolutely humiliated as she admitted submission to her friend.

“Great!” Felicity spanked Marie with the paddle, causing the woman to let out a high-pitched whine. She spanked her again, and again, and again until Marie’s ass was bright red. Felicity ran a finger through Marie’s slit, “Ah, very wet. Must have been the spanking. Oh, I almost forgot!”

Felicity pulled the buttplug out by a couple of inches. Marie moaned with sumptuous pleasure. She shoved her ass upwards a little bit, trying to get Felicity to insert the plug in and out of her.

“Like that, do you, slut?”

“Ugh...god, yes, mistress. I love that.” Marie admitted.

Felicity shoved the thing in as far as it would go. Then, she pulled it all the way out. “Summer? I have an idea... Let’s tie our submissives up together. You know, hogtie them to one another or mummify them or something.”

Rachel’s eyes lazily opened at the suggestion. Summer flicked her clit once or twice. “Would you like that? Want to be tied up with Marie?”

Before Rachel could respond, Felicity was back at the cabinet digging out a mass of binding materials. She tossed coils of rope onto the ground, “Let’s see here... Summer, help me please?”

“Gladly.” Summer murmured, carefully extracting herself out from under Rachel. She grabbed Marie’s middle and pulled her upwards on the bed towards Rachel. “Back to back? Or front to front?”

“Hm.” Felicity picked one of the long, cotton coils. “Back to back. Then, we can each fuck them at the same time.” She handed Summer the coil of rope, then gathered up her own. She moved to the foot of the bed where Marie was kicking her bound ankles around, trying to escape her impending bondage.

“Oh, you are so dramatic, you submissive little slut. Calm down.” Felicity muttered as she began to wind the soft rope around Marie’s ankles. Once they were tightly wrapped, she pulled the rope over to Rachel’s legs nearby and began to find the two pairs of feet together. A little further up, Summer began winding rope around Marie’s upper arms, then pulling the long strands over to Rachel’s upper arms. She bound them tightly together by their arms, forcing their bodies up close to one another. Their asses rubbed together gently.

Next, Felicity took another length of rope and began binding their thighs and knees together.

“Mmmpph,” Rachel moaned quietly as she tried to pull on her bonds. Marie pulled back and together they made a squirming bodily mass, unable to move, unable to escape.

When she had finished her rope work, Summer climbed back onto the bed, lying down and facing Rachel with a soft, hungry smile. Felicity mirrored Summer’s actions, lying down next to Marie on the other side of the bed.

“How does that feel, slut?” Felicity asked.

“Nghh,” Marie tried to adjust herself to no avail. She was bound extremely tightly. “Like I’ve tied up with nowhere to go.” She muttered.

In response, Felicity very quickly reached for the microfoam tape roll sitting in the middle of the bed. She ripped off three strips and very roughly gagged Marie, slapping her face lightly after she applied each layer of tape.. “You are such a bad little slut. So rude.” She shoved her fingers up into Marie’s pussy, tickling her g-spot mercilessly. Marie moaned out a loud, but almost inaudible, groan. She bucked her hips to the side, but found she could barely move with the weight of another person tied to her.

Behind Marie, Rachel gazed into Summer’s eyes whining quietly behind her tapegag. She felt satisfied by her recent orgasm, and loved being able to just be gazed at by her mistress.

Felicity fucked Marie hard and fast, roughly shoving more and more fingers up inside of her until her whole fist was inside of the woman’s cunt. Her pussy was growing wetter and wetter with every thrust, her cries of pleasure hardly leaking out of her gag. Felicity slapped Marie’s face again, not hard, but enough to let her know that she was just an object, just a little sex toy for Felicity to use.

“You like that? Like being fucked by your owner? Look at me, look at me, bitch.” Felicity demanded until Marie’s eyes met her own.

“Mmmph, mmpph, mppph, mmphh, mmph, mph, mph,” Marie’s cries continued, each a little whimper as Felicity fisted her.

“Don’t look away from me. Keep looking at me. You’re mine. You’re my sex toy for me to use whenever I want. You submitted to me, so I own you, Marie. I can fuck you, tie you up, gag you, whatever I want to do to you, and there’s nothing you can do about it.” She slapped her cheek again, pushing her face down into the bedsheets.

Marie came before Felicity could tease her clitoris at all, her body shivering and shuddering, causing Rachel’s to do the same, until she was a groaning mess. Felicity extracted her hands from Marie’s pussy and lie down beside her with a quiet sigh of contentment.

“Mmm, that was divine...” Felicity murmured. “Summer, can we keep them like this until morning?”

“Yes,” Summer replied sleepily from behind Rachel. “yes, let’s do.” She stroked the side of her sub’s face before shutting her eyes. Within minutes, all four women were sleeping after the events of their long, sexual evening.

Cuckolded by the Lesbian Billionaire

by

Victoria Charlesworth

Claire Bauman had it all: a 4,000 square foot apartment off of Madison Avenue in New York City, a very cushy job managing an art gallery in Chelsea, and, to top it all off, an incredible boyfriend with a perfectly chiseled jaw who catered to her every whim. She had everything she could ever ask for.

She tried to remind herself of these things as she stood in the back of her loft apartment, staring slack-jawed at the blonde woman who was carefully examining an art piece from Claire’s collection. Her chocolate brown eyes trailed down the woman’s long, silky legs that crept out of her short blue dress. Claire had always dated and been attracted to men, but for some reason this woman was causing something to stir within her. She could not keep her eyes off of her and it wasn’t helping that the woman kept eyeing her back.

“...the way that the artist handles color and line here is exquisite, don’t you think? The canvas practically pulsates here in the upper left. It’s like a dream...”

“Y-yes, Mrs. Prince.”

Mrs. Prince turned slowly away from the painting and faced Claire once again, her pale lips turned into a small smile. “Please, Claire, call me Madeline.”

“Madeline. Of course.” Claire agreed, laughing nervously. She swallowed down a growing lump in her throat as Madeline took a few steps closer to the younger woman.

If Claire had to guess, she would have thought Madeline was in her early fifties, but this incredibly wealthy woman had to have been having facials from the fountain of youth for most of her life because she looked much younger. Other than a few fine lines that showed beside her eyes and lips, she was just as attractive as any of the other wealthy New York City elite that roamed the streets of the Upper East Side. Her blonde hair was cropped just below her chin in a severe, neat cut. Her cheekbones were high and gave her cheeks large, elegant divots.

Madeline was just a couple of inches away from Claire now, her lips hovering somewhere near the younger woman’s ear. “Do you know how much money I have, Claire?”

Claire shut her dark eyes, her breath hitching in her throat. A warmth of wetness began to settle on top of her clit. She had never been attracted to a woman before, and the experience was overwhelming, not to mention a little embarrassing...

“Um... n-no, I don’t.” The sun was drenching the apartment and Claire felt it warming her back as she leaned forward slightly. She found herself wanting Madeline to kiss her.

“I am worth over a billion dollars.” Madeline whispered, “And that means I can buy anything I want...” She said. Her lips were tickling Claire’s earlobe gently.

Claire hissed in a breath. She wasn’t a lesbian. She loved her boyfriend. So, then why was she feeling attracted to this older wealthy woman?

“I could even buy you, if I wanted to.” Madeline insisted. As she spoke, her hands drifted slowly to Claire’s hips. One hand trailed up Claire’s bare leg. She was wearing her short black pencil skirt and a tight-fitting white top.

Claire turned her head to the side and released a soft moan of excitement and pleasure as Madeline kissed her neck. Claire had no idea why she didn’t turn away, why she didn’t deny the woman’s advances. She was growing wetter and wetter, her clit beginning to throb gently beneath her panties.

Madeline’s fingers reached up into Claire’s skirt. With torturous slowness, she pulled the black lace panties aside and began to slowly massage the younger girl’s labia. “My god, you’re so very wet, Claire...”

“I...I...” Claire could not bring herself to form words. She only whimpered into the quiet of the apartment, wanting desperately to feel Madeline’s fingers go deeper inside of her. But what about her boyfriend, Craig? She couldn’t do this to him... but Madeline was so very tantalizing. Why was she doing this to her?

“Have you ever been with a woman, Claire? Have you ever been fucked by a woman?” Madeline purred as she swiped over Claire’s clit.

“No,” Claire mumbled, her eyes sliding shut and her neck craning upwards. Her panties were getting soaked with her wetness. She would need to change before Craig came home. “I... I can’t do this... my boyfriend...this isn’t right...”

“Your boyfriend?” Madeline chuckled softly. “Has your boyfriend ever touched you like this? So slow and soft? Has he ever given you pleasure like this? Focused on you completely?”

Claire hated to admit it, even to herself, but Madeline was right. Craig always wanted her to suck his dick, to fuck her doggie style, or to sometimes fuck her in the ass. But rarely, if ever, had he fingered her just for her pleasure.

“I didn’t think so...” Madeline murmured when Claire didn’t respond.

A noise suddenly startled Claire–

Was that–?

The front door shut loudly. “Hey babe, I’m ho–what the fuck?” Craig’s voice pierced the silence of the apartment like a gunshot.

Madeline turned slowly towards Craig, though she never removed her fingers from where they rest against Claire’s dripping pussy.

“C-Craig...” Claire moaned, unable to stop herself.

“What the hell is this? Are you fucking my girlfriend?!” Craig demanded, starting towards the two women.

Madeline held her free hand up and the man suddenly stopped advancing. “Sit down, you pathetic cuck. Here,” She reached down to her purse lying on the floor against the wall and retrieved her pocketbook. She withdrew a couple of bills and tossed two hundred dollars at him. “You’re going to shut the hell up and sit quietly while I fuck your beautiful girlfriend.”

Craig scrambled for the money, looking up at Madeline with his mouth hanging open. “Claire...? What’s goin–?”

“You heard her.” Claire heard herself suddenly insisting. “Sit down and shut up. I want you to watch me get fucked by someone who knows how to give me pleasure.” She shivered at her own words, taking delight in the look of shock on Craig’s face. He slowly backed a couple of feet away, dropping down into a nearby armchair and watching attentively.

Claire moaned appreciatively as Madeline turned her around and unzipped her tight skirt. She pulled the thing to the ground. “Craig, your girlfriend is sopping wet. Have you seen her this wet before? Ever made her cum like this?”

Craig shook his head, slowly unbuttoning his black pants.

Madeline bent Claire over, forcing her hands down onto the arm of the couch. She pushed two fingers into the woman’s cunt, sliding them in and out, pressing up against her g-spot with torturous slowness. Claire moaned, crying out with pleasure as her pussy was filled with Madeline’s long, slender fingers.

Craig unzipped his pants, pulling his cock out and beginning to tug on it hard.

Madeline’s laugh, strong and sultry, suddenly pierced the air. She stared down at Craig and shook her head, scowling at him with pity. “What a pathetic little dick you have, Craig. No wonder Claire needs to be fucked by a woman. She must hardly even feel that tiny cock inside of her.” Madeline muttered, not bothering to even look the cuckold in the eyes.

“Oh, oh god,” Claire begged, “Please, please Madeline, please, don’t stop, god, that feels so good–”

“Don’t worry, baby, I’m not going to stop.” Madeline said, pumping her hand in and out of Claire with care and attention. She pulled her fingers out of Claire’s warm pussy and directed the woman down to the soft rug below their feet. She began to unbutton Claire’s shirt, gently pulling off the blouse and tossing it to the floor. Claire’s breasts were full and perky, a solid C-cup, and her nipples were erect.

Madeline bent down beside Claire and began to tweak and pinch the young woman’s nipples. Claire whimpered and moaned gratefully.

“Do you like that?” Madeline murmured, “You like the way that feels? Does Craig ever do this to you?”

“No,” Claire sighed, “n-no, he doesn’t. He... he has no idea how to please me...”

Madeline looked over to the seated man, smirking as he pulled harder and harder on his cock. “Craig, do you want some of this?” Madeline asked, nodding down at the prone brunette beneath her.

“Yes, god yes, I want to fu–”

“Well, that’s too fucking bad, isn’t it? Because she doesn’t want to be fucked my a worthless, useless man like you. She wants to be fucked by me, isn’t that right, sweetheart?”

Claire nodded vigorously as her nipple was rolled between Madeline’s fingers. “Yes, yes, Mrs. Prince, please, please fuck me. I want you inside of me. I-I want him to see how wet you make me...”

Madeline was quick to re-insert her fingers into Claire’s wet cunt. Her pussy was so wet and dripping that she was staining the rug beneath them. Madeline pumped her hand in and out of Claire, going harder and faster than before, causing the brunette to cry out in pleasure with every thrust.

Claire’s moans were becoming more and more frequent, louder, and more uncontrollable. Madeline slowed her thrusting, “Oh, I don’t want you to come yet, darling. I’m not finished with you.” The wealthy older woman got to her feet and returned to her purse against the wall. She retrieved a large black dildo attached to a harness. “I always keep this in my bag, just in case someone’s girlfriend needs to be fucked.” She said with a wink towards Craig.

Craig watched in awe as Madeline stepped into the harness and tightened it around her hips. He looked down at Claire and his dick hardened at the sight of the cum stain on the rug. He had never heard his girlfriend moan so loudly before. He was completely left out, forced to watch as his girlfriend was pleasured by a middle-aged billionaire lesbian.

Madeline stood over Claire and held a hand out for the woman to take. She pulled her up to her knees, then took a step closer.

“Watch carefully, cuck.” She said, grabbing a fistful of Claire’s hair and guiding her mouth towards the cock hanging from the harness. “Take it, sweetheart. Take my cock into your mouth.”

Claire immediately wrapped her lips around the large dildo, sucking and licking at it energetically.

“She gets so much more pleasure from my cock than yours. Why do you think that is, pathetic cuck?” Madeline asked.

Craig shook his head, moaning beneath his breath as the tip of his penis began to spill pre-cum. “I-I don’t know.”

“Because I actually know how to fuck her. Because my cock knows what she wants and how to give it to her.” Madeline said. She smiled down at Claire, “Good girl. Just like that. Keep going.”

Claire continued her enthusiastic sucking of Madeline’s dick. It made her incredibly wet to suck this silicone cock. She chanced a glance over at Craig and was happy to see how awe-struck he looked.

Finally, Madeline pulled the cock away and wiped it across Claire’s face. “Now, on your hands and knees.” She instructed.

Claire immediately complied, turning over and lowering herself to the ground. Madeline lowered herself to her knees as well and very smoothly inserted the cock inside Claire from behind.

She rode her hard, thrusting into and out of her with a speed and fervor that Claire had never felt before. Madeline reached around and grabbed a handful of Claire’s breast, tweaking her nipples very hard as she fucked her. She pulled Claire up so that they were both on their knees and used her free hand to rub the young woman’s clit.

“This is how you pleasure a woman, cuck. This is how you make her cum.”

Claire was practically screaming now. She had never been penetrated and fingered at the same time and it was almost too much to take. Not to mention having her nipples played with at the same time. She grabbed onto Madeline’s thighs, her own hips bucking forward with every thrust of Madeline’s cock.

“Oh god, oh-oh Jesus-oh my god-fuck-fuck me, Mrs. Prince-I-I think I’m-I’m-going to-I’m going to–”

“Are you going to cum?” Madeline whispered, “Cum for me, Claire. Go ahead, cum for me.”

“Mrs. Prince-! God, Mrs. Prince, I-I-I’m cumming-! I’m cumming!” Claire screamed as her pleasure crescendoed into a body-wracking climax. Her whole body shuddered and trembled as her orgasm took over. She sighed contently as she pulled away from the cock inside of her and lay back down onto the rug, staring up at Madeline.

“I... I’ve never had an orgasm like that before...” She murmured. She looked over at Craig who was very close to climaxing now, his hand swiping up and down endlessly on his wet cock. “In fact... Craig has never made me orgasm...”

Madeline reached over and swiped her hand through the creamy cum still leaking from Claire’s ravaged pussy. With the viscous material coating her hand, she walked over to Craig and held her hand up to his face. “Do you see this, Craig? Do you smell it? That’s your girlfriend’s precious cum. And you were not the one who made this come squirting out of her. I was. You will never pleasure her like I do.”

Claire laughed from where she lay, looking up at Craig with a smirk. “You’ve never fucked me like that. I can’t wait to be fucked again by Mrs. Prince, with or without you watching.”

Craig screwed his eyes shut tightly, moaning as his climax took hold. He came with a few unrelenting jerks of his hips, staining the front of his shirt with an unusually large amount of cum. Rarely did he ever produce this much. Even as he finished, he was still extremely turned on.

Madeline walked to the kitchen and washed her hands. When she returned, she moved to stand in front of the painting again. She examined it, just as she was doing before she had begun fucking Claire. Finally, she nodded. “I think I’ll take it. It’ll look wonderful next to my Cézanne.”

She lifted her purse up from the ground and began to write a check. She left it on the windowsill. “I’ll have my art handlers come by tomorrow to pick it up. Claire,” She said as she reached the front door, “call me.”
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